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Thank God its almost time to go home. | thought as | looked out at the roaring crowd. It was September 26th. 
Only two more months to go. 


"Dude, you ready?" Taylor interrupted my pity party. 

"Yeah, let's go." | hit the stage and turned it on. We were where, again? 

"Hey New Jersey! Are you ready to rock your fucking asses of f??" 

Three hours of shredding, screaming and running my ass off. | love it. Please don't get me wrong, but I'm tired 
and cranky as shit. My mood improved considerably when | flopped down onto a sofa backstage with Taylor to 
do an interview. The girl waiting for us was smoking hot. Latin of flavor, | couldn't exactly nail her down. She 
had long brown hair and large, brown eyes, huge tits covered by a Foo Fighters shirt that she cut up and 


wore a black tank top underneath. The cut neckline of the t-shirt kept sliding down her shoulder. 


"Look, T. She went to the Taylor Hawkins school of fashion design" | commented. 


Her jeans were wickedly tight, one bare knee poking through a hole with black boots that rose to her knees. | 
smiled at her, but the young hipster-looking kid with her asked all the questions. She didn't say a word. After a 
minute or two, | could feel her stare boring a hole in the side of my head. | turned to look at her. Caught! She 
smiled and blushed a little. 

"You've been staring at me for a few minutes. Is there something in my teeth?" 

"No!" She blushed more. And when she finally spoke, she had a heavy New York accent and used her hands a 
lot to gesture. "No. | was wondering if you remembered me. We met about seventeen years ago at the Garden 


You were very nice and quiet" 


"Ah." | didn't even bother trying to remember seventeen years ago. | barely remembered that show, never 
mind who | might have met afterward. "I'm glad | was nice to you. I'm surprised | didn't try to pick you up." 


"| wish you had" 

"Damn" Okay, | liked where this was going. “I'm an idiot. Why didnt [2 
"| dont know." 

"The good news is | learn from my mistakes 

She grinned. "You do?" 


"Occasionally." | wasn't paying any attention to the guy or what Taylor was telling him. "You don't mind if we're 
done here, do you?" | interrupted him. 


"Ask the boss." and he nodded at the girl. 
"You're the boss?" MOI I thought. 
She nodded. "My magazine." 


| played it cool. Shook the kid's hand, told him I'd get boss lady home safe. | caught him give her a pointed 


glance. Interesting. 
"He worries about you. More than your writer?" 
"No!" She said way too emphatically. Yeah, | know what emphatically means. "Well, yes.” 


Uh oh 


"More than just my writer but just friends." 


"You're lucky to have a friend who worries about you.” 
"L am" She nodded. "But doesn't Taylor worry about you?" 


"Him? No. He's a callous, unfeeling motherfucker." | clapped T on the back. "Tay, I'm going to hang out with - "| 


didnt know her name. 
"Alicia. People call me All" 

"People call Taylor's wife, Alison, Al all the time too" 
"She secretly hates it" Tay added. 

"| didn't know that, dude 

"Yeah" 

"im gonna do it even more, then” 


‘Course you are." He stood up and gave me a wink. "Alicia, it was a pleasure to meet you. Take care of my 


man, here." 

"And you, Taylor. Thank you. The show was amazing." 
"Thanks." Then he turned to me. "See you, dude." 
"See ya" | told him with a wink. "So Alicia." 
"Alice-ee-ya" She said with a grin 

"Why Alice-ee-ya?" 


"My grandmother from Mexico couldn't pronounce Alicia so she always said it with a little latin flair and | liked 


it" 
"Start getting her drunk" The devil on my shoulder said. "Can | get you a drink?" | asked her. 
"Sure, beer's fine." 


| fed her beer after beer and we chattered away. She was pretty well versed in her rock and punk. | was 
impressed. She said one of the best shows she'd ever seen was an AFI show in LA in 199b. 


"Holy shit! | think | was at that show." 

"No! And | missed you? Shit!" She laughed. 

| liked her laugh, it was very sweet. 

We began talking about relationships. | decided | would open up to a little, try that angle. | told her about my 
divorce. Then she fucking played me. | asked what her deal was and | got the, "my career has been my focus 


but now, I'm considering slowing down" 


Okay, let me try this angle. The devil was almost at his wits' end and it's getting late here. "lim not gonna be 
back here for two months. Can | call you when | get back?" 


She lit up. Ding, ding! We have a winner! "Oh yeah! | would love that, Dave!" She said my name. 

"Come on. I'll take you home. There's a car waiting for me. Or there should be." 

In the car, | slid next to her and slid my arm across the top of the seat. Come fo me, litte one. After she told 
the driver her address, | hit the button to raise the privacy glass. | could feel her tense up next to me. Uh- 
huh | got you now. 

Much to my amazement, however, | didn't even have to press further. She attacked me. Always the quiet 
ones. | felt her hand against my cheek, her lips against mine. | pulled her in with one hand on the back of her 
head. | opened my mouth, pushed my tongue into hers. | was about to push her down onto her back when she 
abruptly pulled away. She looked at me with wild eyes and covered her mouth with her hand. 

"Sorry" She squeaked out. 

Play it cool, Grohl. "It's okay." 

"| mean, | want to..." 

Then do if 

"man, you have no idea." 

Yes, | do. "But?" 

"But l'm just me and you're a goddamn legend." 

This again? 


"Nothing would ever be the same. Imagine if we." 


fucked. You can say it 

"And then | tried to date someone else. They would never stack up." 

She had a point. Im fucking awesome. "So you're saying you'd end up comparing everyone to me?" 
"| think so.” 

I'm flattered" Try this angle, Davey. "How do you know | wouldn't be terrible?" 

"Oh!" She blushed. "I just know." 

"Ask me to come home, I'll show you how terrible | am." 

She giggled. Fuck, it was too cute. | grinned like the devil on my shoulder at her. 

Then she got serious. "What if its not just because of the sex that you ruin me for all other men?" 
What the fuck was she talking about now? 

"ve been doing this a long time." 

My eyebrows shot up in alarm. 


"Well, not THIS! But my job. I've been writing about music for a long time. I've seen more shows and musicians 


than you can imagine. | know how this works, Dave." 

Stop saying my name lke that! 

| want to believe that itd be different with you but I'm not naive. You're still a man. The kiss was amazing. | 
don't want to ruin things. | like you too much and | love myself too much. | couldn't live with myself if | 


became one of those women" 


"Fucking prick tease!" The devil on my shoulder shouted and flipped her off. Shocking the hell out of both of us, 
the angel appeared on my other shoulder and said, "Now hang on, this girl seems pretty rad." 


‘| meant what | said before about calling you again, Al” 
She looked surprised. "You did?" 


"Come on, just because | can't come home with you tonight? What kind of creep do you think | am?" Atta boy, 
Davey, 


"Well." She smirked at me. She handed me her card when we arrived at her building, "You'll call, right?" 

| nodded. "Yes" 

"| had a really incredible night. The best. You're a dream come true for me. Thank you." 

Then let me fuck you "You're not gonna put this in your article, are you?" | winked. 

She shook her head 

"Good, Id ask you to lie and say | was amazing. 

"Probably wouldn't be a lie" 

‘Listen to this goddamn teasel" The devil shouted 

| sighed and leaned back in the seat. "I can't handle that pressure. Stop it!" 

She rolled her eyes. 

Last ditch effort here. Look away, it's about to get pathetic. "Come here." | opened my arms for a hug. She 
was buying it so far. She slid into my arms, putting her head against my shoulder. | felt her lungs expand, she 
was inhaling deeply. | went for it. | started kissing her neck She started kissing my neck and | felt a shiver run 
down my spine. | pulled her back and looked her in the eye. Then | yanked her back to me and | devoured her 


mouth. | crushed her lips with mine, darting my tongue deep into her mouth. It lasted at least ten years. 


Finally, | pushed her away and said, my voice not quite sounding like my own, "If you're not changing your mind, 


you better go right now." 
She stared, horrified. 
"Go." | gave her a grin 


She exhaled with a sigh, smiled, kissed my cheek and then she was gone. The car door closed and | punched the 


back of the vacated seat next to me. 
"Fuck mel" 


At the hotel, | was fuming in the elevator, trying to shift the boner in my pants. | walked down the hall, having 
every intention of going to beat off in my room. When | passed Taylor's room, the door opened. | heard 
laughing and loud music. Two giggling girls came out. They looked at me and giggled some more. | pushed past 


them and into the room. There were people dancing and laughing and drinking. 


"Dude!" What are you doing here? Where's the magazine chick with the big titties?” 
"At her house.” 

"That was quick" 

"Nah, man. Nothing happened. Couldn't close the deal.” 

"Seriously? Why not?" 

"She's not like that. She's better than that." 

"She into you?" 

"| think so.” 

"You into her?" 

"| think so.” 

"Then you probably don't want what's waiting for you in your room." 

"Huh?" 

"You can thank me later, buddy." He said with a wink. Then he pushed me out the door. 


| unlocked my hotel room door. It was still and quiet inside. Tay was just kidding. | breathed a sigh of relief. | 
pulled my shirt over my head on the way to the bedroom. 


"Youre gonna go to sleep? Fucking pussy!" The devil yelled at me. 
"Oh, fuck youl" | told him. 

"Yeah, fuck youl" The angel concurred. 

| flicked on the light and stopped dead in my tracks. 

"We're a gift! 

"From Taylor!" 


Two naked chicks in my bed. | groaned inwardly. 


"Yes!" The devil cheered. The angel concurred and they fist-bumped behind my head. 
"Girls." | simply said. 
"m Rain and she's Amanda." 


‘Lovely to meet you both but the truth is | already, um. Well, there was another girl backstage and l'm, like, 
drunk and old so | don't think | could..you know...” 


"Ohh." they whined in unison. 

"You could go back to the party and see if there's a roadie who wants a threesome." 

"Ooo! Okay!" 

After they dressed and left, | had to listen to the angel and the devil both tell me what a pussy | was. 

"Shut up!" | barked out loud. 

A few weeks had passed. We were in Berlin. | was sitting outside the venue after sound check with my phone in 
one hand and her card in the other. | simply stared at it, remembering the way she laughed, the way she said 
my name. 

"Asshole." Taylor said behind me. "It's cold as fuck out here. What are you doing?" 

"Gonna call her. 

‘Its been a month, dude. She ain't gonna want to hear from you now." 

"She thinks | won't call until we're back in New York" 


"Then don't call her until we're back." 


"| want to hear her voice. | need to figure out what's going on with me. | can't stop thinking about her. | can't 


fucking do anything. | need to get laid and | can't because | only see her face!" 
Taylor laughed gently. 
"Shut up, man!" 


He finally sat down beside me. "Call her. There must be a reason you keep thinking about her. She must be 
special. It's been a long time, dude. Give it a try." 


| looked at his face. "You're the best friend a guy could ask for." 
"Don't go making eyes at me, Grohl. We ain't to that point yet." 
"Shut up. | just..l love you, bro." 


'| love you, too." He kissed the side of my face. He stood up. "Call her or come inside. It's too fucking cold out 


here." 
| stared at the card again, decided not to call and stood up. 
Taylor put his arm around my shoulders. "We'll get her next time, buddy." 


‘Its a shame you don't have a vagina, T, cause | fucking adore you.” 
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The next time | thought about calling her was about two weeks later, in Madrid. Madrid always made me 
horny, | don't know why. It's such a sexy place. After our show, we hit a pub across from the arena | was 
bound and determined to get laid. It had been weeks, since before | met Alicia There was a cute, dark haired 
girl smiling at me. | noticed her drinking a beer and figured I'd bring her one. 

"Hi, I'm Dave. Brought you a refill.” 

"Gracias, Michelle." 

"Nice to meet you. Do you speak English because my Spanish sucks." 

She laughed too loudly. It sounded wretched. "l'm from DC." 

"Get out! | grew up near DC." 

"I know. | know who you are. Me and my friend were at the show. It was great!" 

"Thanks!" And the devil materialized on my shoulder. "She's on board, baby! Close the deal! Do it now!" 

"So, what do you do in DC" 


"Right now, I'm interning at the Spanish Embassy.” 


"That sounds..smart. You sound very smart." | started to stammer. "What the fuck? Dude, you suck at this. 
Look at her, she doesnt want to make small falk with you. She wants to suck your dick!" 


| sighed and ran my hand through my hair. 
"Are you okay?" She asked 

"Im sorry. lm, uh, l'm tired. m gonna go back to the hotel’ 

"| could go with you She offered Not even a hint of modesty. 


| put my hand on her shoulder. "You have no idea how much | would like that but, I'm sorry, not tonight." And 
then | quickly gave her a peck on the cheek. 


| didn't even bother trying to find Tay or anybody else. | just left. Walking back to the hotel, | pulled my phone 
from my pocket. | could call her. | could do it. Just dial, damn it. Then | heard the sound of heels clacking on the 
sidewalk behind me. When | stopped and turned, it was Michelle chasing me down. "Damn, she's persistent.” The 


devil said to me. “Just fuck her! Fuck her! You have no ties to this Alicia person." 


"Look, | don't know what's going on in your head. | don't even care. | just want to make you come. And | can" 


She said. 

| shook my head and blinked before | took her hand and pulled her very quickly up the block. She almost tripped 
on her fucking shoes at least ten times. She attacked me in the elevator. Her hand squeezed my cock through 
my jeans, her wet, sloppy mouth all over my neck. | didn't even let her in my bed. | fucked her right in the 
entrance to the room. | was inexplicably angry with her. Or myself. Or Alicia, even. | didn't know. But | took it 


out on this poor girl. When | was close to my climax, | pushed her to her knees and she opened her mouth. 


| sat on the sofa while she used the bathroom. | felt like total shit. When the bathroom door opened, | 
straightened up. She started toward me and | felt sick. 


"Just go. Really. bm sorry if | hurt you but you gotta go." 

"Well, whatever. Thanks" 

A little while later, | heard knocking. Was she back? Did | just fuck a stalker? Shit 
"Open up, dick It's me" 

Ah, Taylor. When | opened the door, | pulled him in quickly. 

"What the fuck, dude?" 


"| did it. That girl from the bar. She followed me out and said she only wanted to make me come. So | brought 
her back here and fucking plowed her like | hated her." 


Taylor wanted to laugh but | think he could see how miserable | felt. "Go take a shower, we'll hang out until we 
fall asleep." He told me. 


And we did. We laid in the bed together, talking, until | locked over and he was passed out 
In the morning, | woke up with his arm across my chest. | rolled and pulled him into a hug. 
"Tay?" 

"Whaaat?" He groaned 

"| really love you. | see you better now. I'm so lucky to have you as my best friend” 


"Shut up and let me butt fuck you." He laughed. 


With a sigh, | pushed him away. 


It was December and we were finally back in New York. | showered and put on clean clothes and | was just 


brushing my teeth when there was a knock on the door. It was Pat and Taylor. 
"So, are you going for it? You gonna call her now?" 

"lm going to do one better. l'm going to find her office." 

"Yeah? Good for you, buddy." 


"You ready to get back out there, pal?" Pat asked. He knew what a tough time | had been having lately. How I'd 


managed to only feel comfortable with one night stands and keeping everybody an arm's length away. 
‘Man, it bugs the shit outta me when my friends treat me like a basket case." 

"Oh, Dave. We just love you and care about you. Now, go get her!" 

| shook my head at them and Taylor gave me a smack to the ass as | headed out the door. 

"You're the man!" He called after me and | flipped him off. 

"This bitch better put out this time." The devil said. 

"Shut up!" 

| found her building. Looked up at it. | took a deep breath and walked in the lobby. Her office was on the twelfth 
and top floor. No turning back now. The elevator door opened and | stepped out, directly into a stylish loft 
space. There were a handful of desks out in the main space, all butted together, facing one another. A girl 
looked up from the camera in her hands. 

"Holy fucking shit!" She screamed. 

| flashed her my big, toothy grin "Hi." 

"Uh, hi. Dave..Grohl..in..our..office." She stammered. 

Is..Alicia.here®" | imitated her. 


The kid from the interview approached. "Hi, Dave. Do you remember me? Ben?" 


"Yes, of course. Ben" | offered him my hand. "Nice to see you again. Good article. | read it last week." 


"Thanks. Alicia actually isn't here. She's grocery shopping." He smirked, 
"Seriously?" 
He nodded. 


"She's kind of a kook, isn't she?" | asked as | took her card from my pocket. It was bent and worn from me 


carrying it around for two months and taking it out numerous times as | debated over calling her. 
“She's definitely one in a million" Ben replied. 


| hitched one side of my ass onto the desk of the camera girl and dialed Alicia. Finally. It rang three times 


before she answered. | could hear the trepidation in her voice. Another big word for Davey! 
“Alice-ee-yal Whose Mexican grandmother liked to say things with Latin flair." 


Silence. Then "Shit!" Then "Is this Dave, whose sister called him a weenie in front of the girl he liked in the 
sixth grade?" 


"Well, thanks for that painful memory. Though, | still insist Marybeth Stokes and | were meant for each other." 
"Why are you calling me, then?" 

"Passing time." 

"| think, if you told her how you feel, she'd leave her husband" 

‘lim no home wrecker!" 

"Okay. So you're playing on Friday. I'm super excited." 

"Oh, so you don't want to get together tonight?" 

"Tonight?!" She screamed. | held the phone away from my ear. Ben and camera girl chuckled. 
"l'm sitting in your office, Alicia" 

"Fuck me! You're kidding, right?" 

| couldn't help but laugh at her. "No. Are you home, playing hooky from work?" 


"No. I'm down the block, grocery shopping. Stay where you are, I'll be right there." 


"Okay." 

"Fuck!" She screamed before the line went dead. 

"Yep, one in a million” | repeated Ben's line. | liked this girl. And that scared the shit out of me. 

A handful of people had gathered around me and beamed at me. | turned on my Davey charm and they were 
eating out of my hand when the elevator chimed and the doors opened. She stepped into the room wearing 
black stilettos, a tight black skirt and a black jacket with a black and white houndstooth scarf wrapped around 
her neck Her hair looked windblown and messy and she still had her sunglasses on. | drank it all in and stood up, 
off the desk. My stomach was in knots. 

"Hey." | managed, hoping she didn't notice the catch in my voice. 

"Hey. Come into my office." 


| turned back to the few people who were still lingering. "Boss is back. Better get back to work, y'all." 


She took her jacket off to reveal a sheer, white button down shirt that had a silly bow tied in front. After | 
entered the tiny office, she closed the door behind me. 


"You sounded surprised when | called" | said as | noticed her perfect, red lips. 
"I am" She began. 


| didn't let her finish. | had my arms around her and my lips pressed against hers. She opened her mouth and 


gladly accepted my tongue. 
"Yes, youre gonna fuck right on her desk!" The devil shouted. 
But | abruptly pushed her back and she smacked my cheek. Wait Did the devil say that out loud? 


"What was that for?" 


"For making me fucking crazy for two months!" She glared at me. "I was so convinced I'd never hear from you 


again!" 
"| said | would call when | was back in town" | defended myself. 
"You could have called before that. Thats all I'm saying." 


"So you been thinking about me?" | grinned. 


She rolled her eyes and simply said, "Duh." 
| laughed under my breath. 
"What are you doing here two days before the show, anyway?" 


"Flew in this morning. Just having a bit of a rest. And | thought, if you wanted, I'd spend a little time with you 


before | went home." 

She appeared disappointed. "You're going home after this show?" 

‘It's the last one of the year. In March, we head off to Asia for a couple weeks." 

"Wow." 

"Ever been to a show in China?" 

"Nope. China is not a stamp in my passport” 

"Then you should go." 

"Perhaps. One day." 

"What time do you normally get outta here?" 

She looked at her watch. "Now." 

| grinned. "Good. I'm hungry." 

She reached into her shopping bag and pulled out an apple and tossed it to me. Then she glanced at the door 
and back to me. She pulled her shirt out of her skirt and untied the bow and unbuttoned the top couple 
buttons. 

"Yeah, dude! Get her on the desk!" The devil piped up. 


Her hands were on my belt. She unbuckled it and then reached for my hair and gave it a quick ruffle. 


"When we go out there, | want you to act all satisfied and proud of yourself." She told me. "They all think we 
fucked two months ago, anyway." 


"Refresh my memory. Why didn't we?" 


"Because if | fucked you and you never called, you would have broken my heart." 

"Ah." And all the one night stands flashed before my eyes. "Good reason" 

She took one of her shoes off and flung her jacket over her shoulder. She opened the door and limped toward 
the elevator. | followed, grinning from ear to ear. | shoved one hand in my pocket and took a big, noisy bite of 


the apple. She told Ben she was taking the next two days off while | pointed at him and winked. 


In the elevator, she used my shoulder to lean on while she put her shoe back on. | guessed | should probably 


buckle my belt. 
"Did you see their faces?" She laughed. 


| carried her groceries the four blocks to her apartment. As she unlocked the door, she mentioned the 


possibility of snow. 

‘It's definitely fucking cold out. sure don't miss east coast winters." 

"Pussy" She called me. 

While she changed her clothes, | ate more of her fruit and snooped around. She had one wall in her living room 
full of shelves that housed vinyl and CDs. When she appeared in the hall in a pair of jeans and those damned 
boots, my mouth dropped 

| quickly recovered and said, "You really do listen to anything, don't you?" 

She nodded. 

"| can't believe you have this. Where did you find it?" | held up an old Scream demo. 

"Ebay." She replied and | saw her cheeks flush. 

"Before or after we met?" 

"After we met in 94." 

"Ah." 

‘| was nineteen. | was infatuated!" 


"And now?" 


"Still infatuated." She mumbled without looking at me. 


| decided to let her off the hook. "Where are you taking me to eat?" 
"Wherever you want." 


"You look really hot in those boots, by the way." | cringed, knowing it was the devil that made me say that. 
Dick. 


"Thank you." She replied, without missing a beat. 


As she tried to pass me, | hooked an arm around her waist and reeled her in. "| thought about calling you a lot. 
| was just nervous, | guess." 


She was pressed against me, her fingers reached up and absently played with my necklace as she considered 


this. "Nervous?" She said like she wasn't buying it at all. 
"You think that's crazy, don't you?" 


She just nodded. 


"I just, uh.." Knock it off, Grohl Where are you going with this? "| just don't know if | can live up to who you 
think | am." All or nothing, Davey. Big risk right here. "In the end, l'm just a dude. A forty-two year old, divorced 


guy." 
"That's the guy | want to get to know." 
‘Oh, she was perfect!" The angel did a happy dance. "| should have called you." 


"Duh." 
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She took me to her favorite coffee shop for lunch and then we walked, in the cold, to Rockefeller Center and 
watched the ice skaters. After that, we walked some more. She linked her arm through mine as my hands 
were shoved in my pockets. She was rattling on about her favorite places in the city. | was trying hard to pay 
attention but it was fucking cold out. | flipped up the collar on my wool coat and she giggled at me. 

"Cold?" 


"Frozen, frankly. | know, I'm a pussy." 


As we walked on, a few people recognized me, even in my turned up collar and scarf and sunglasses. We 


stopped for a chat and some photos. After we left them, Alicia clutched my arm again and grinned at me. 
‘I've always been so impressed with the way you find time to make people happy. It's very nice.” 
"Why shouldn't 1?" | shrugged. 


She made no reply, just clutched me tighter. | liked this girl and decided | didn't want to do her wrong. At her 
door, | kissed her gently and said good night. 


"|, uh, |, well." She stammered. This was promising, | thought. | let her suffer though. She went on, "I kind of, 
um, well, | thought maybe you'd.. stay." She finally finished and stared down at her feet. 


‘Oh, you did?" 


"Don't embarrass me, asshole." She whined and pushed against my chest with an open palm. | caught it and kept 
it trapped there. 


"Ask me to come up." 

"No," she grinned. "Say you're going to." 

‘I'm going to as soon as you ask me." | challenged her. 

"Fine." She sighed and rolled her eyes. "Will you please come up?" 
"Oh, with a ‘please: | like it" 

"Jerk" 


Once inside, she hung our jackets on hooks behind the door. and then turned to face me. | saw a small grin play 


on her lips. 
"Dave, what are we doing here? What's happening?" 
"You tell me. You asked me up." 


She dragged her fingers through her hair and shook it out. "I like you." She began. "A lot. And | want to get to 
know you and oh my God, you're so gorgeous!" She held her hands up in front of her and shook them. "But | 


feel like if this doesn't work, | will have lost someone | really admire." 


"| like you a lot, too. | want to get to know you and oh my God, you're so gorgeous!" | mimicked her. "And | 
guess | don't want to alienate you by rushing you. If there's one thing I've learned in my old age, it's patience." 


Not really but by now the devil had a plan of his own. 


| watched her hesitate for just a split second before she said, "| missed that lesson. Come here." And she 
yanked me against her and kissed me hard, putting both of her hands on my face. 


‘ts about fucking time!" The devil yelled just as | felt her hands pushing up underneath my shirt. 


She pushed it up and then pulled it over my head. Her small, soft hands trailed down my chest. | figured fair's 
fair so | pulled her sweater over her head and then buried my face in her neck. She began pushing me back 
into the apartment and | had to back pedal until | was forced up against the back of her sofa As she slipped 
to her knees in front of me, she raked her fingernails down my chest and stomach and | thought | was going 
to jump out of my skin My hands reached for the back of the sofa as | bent my head to watch her unbuckle 
my belt for the second time that day. As she pushed my jeans off my hips, she looked up at me with a cocky 


little grin on her face. 

"Hold on tight" 

She wasn't fucking kidding. My legs gave out and | slid to the floor next to her. She pulled a throw blanket off 
the back of the sofa and wrapped us in it as she snuggled against me. As | lay there, panting, she pressed her 
lips to my breast and | wrapped an arm around her small frame. 

After a few minutes, | unwrapped myself from her and the blanket and stood up. | pulled my pants back up 
and buckled my belt as | thanked her and said | was going to get going. Her mouth fell open and she glared at 
me. 

"What?" | asked, feigning innocence. 


"What do you mean? You're leaving?" 


"Well, yeah. Why wouldn't |?" 


She was at a loss for words. She looked away from me. "Okay, just fucking go then" She whispered and | heard 


her voice catch in her throat. Fuck me. 

"Youre not going to just leave! What is wrong with you?" The angel scolded me. 

"Yeah, you can't leave now. You haven't naled her yet A blowjob? Bg fucking deal” The devil also yelled at me. 
With a resignated sigh, | crouched down in front of her and slid a finger under her chin to draw her gaze to 
me. "I wouldn't do that to you. | was teasing you. lm sorry" | gave her a sheepish smile, my tail between my 
legs. 

"Fuck you" She said as she wiped at her eyes. 

| helped her stand and she led me to her bedroom. While she was in the bathroom, | dialed Taylor. 

"Yeah, buddy! How did it go?" 

"Great, good. She's, uh, she's pretty cool’ 

"The drought is over?" 

"Not quite yet! 

"Well, soon, right?" 

"Yeah, maybe soon" 

"You're the man!" 

"Im the man, all right. tm gonna stay over here, | think" 

"That's cool. Have a good time, dude. Don't do anything | wouldn't do. 

"So that rules out what? Farm animals?" 

"Not necessarily. Tell her | said hello! 

"See you tomorrow. Oh, and T?" 


"Yeah?" 


"You're fucking nasty." and | hung up. That's when | noticed her watching me from the doorway. "Had to check 
in with T. You know, he worries." 


"He worries? | thought he was a cold, unfeeling motherfucker." She mused. 
"Most of the time." 
"Is he more than just your drummer?" 


| see what you did there. "No!" | over emphasized. "Yes, he's my bro. And he doesn't worry but since l'm not 


going back to the hotel, its just good to let him know | haven't been mauled to death by rabid fans." 

"Just one rabid fan" She winked. She approached the bed wearing a tiny pair of white, cotton panties and a 
Slipknot tee shirt. | wondered if perhaps she'd let me inside of her before the night was over. She was still 
Talking. Shit 

"I think it's really great that you guys are so tight. | remember when he was sick." 

Sick Yeah, thats one word for it 

"I can't even begin to imagine what you were going through." 

| pulled her against my chest before | could respond. | wasn't quite sure what to say. Give my standard, 
generic response or open up to her? | decided to disregard her altogether and | said some lame bullshit about 
how small she was and how | liked that it was easy to move and fit around her. 


"You can do this. She'll get you. Give her a real piece of yourself" The angel told me. 


Then | sighed. "And yes. That was a tough time for Tay and me. But he's probably the strongest person | know. 
Took a lot of strength to come so far and | admire that about him." 


Atta boy, Davey! 
She moaned softly. "I admire the way you openly express how much you care about each other 
"Well, | would totally do him, you know, if | was into dudes” 

"| can see that” 


The silence that followed felt nice. She had this way of making me feel peaceful about myself and all the shitty 
details. | exhaled slowly, brought her hand to my lips and then told her good right. 


| awoke with a start. Taylor's face was in my face and it had begun to fade into billowy smoke as | tried to 
reach for him. No hotel room. No hotel bed. No Tay. | slid my hands across the bed and came up empty. When 


| sat up and let my eyes adjust to the darkness, | found Alicia sitting in a chair across the room, watching me, 


smoking a cigarette. 

"What are you doing?" | meant to speak but it came out as a hoarse whisper. 
“Couldn't sleep." 

"Oh." Shit. Was | talking in my sleep again? "Was | keeping you up?" 

"Kind of. Go back to sleep, don't worry about it” 

"No, come on. Come here. I'm sorry." 


She put the butt out and climbed back into bed beside me. She turned and pressed her back into my chest and 


| slipped my arms around her. 

"Its nice when things are nice." | said quietly. 

"Uh huh." 

| slid out from under her. The clock on the table beside her said it was almost seven. Something inside me 
urged me to get the fuck outta there. | yanked on my jeans and searched for my socks and tee shirt. | slinked 
quietly down the hall and caught my reflection in the mirror. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" 

"I'm getting the fuck up outta here before | fuck this poor girl up." 

"Oh, right. For HER sake." 

| slumped, putting both hands against the table below the mirror. 

‘Stay. She'll make things better." 

‘Nah, you'll fuck it up. Get outta here, its best that she leam to hate you" 


My head shook violently as a small, low growl rumbled in my chest. "No. Not this time." 


| sat down in the chair she was sitting in before and lit a smoke as | watched her sleep. She was curled up in a 


ball with her open palm resting on the pillow where my head had been 
"You could still take off" 


"Enough!" | growled out loud. 


Alicia twitched and shifted, the sound that escaped her lips could only be described as a purr. That was it. 
That tiny little sound vanquished the devil. All the cursing and yelling | had done and all it really took was her 
sweet sigh. Yep, vanquished. Another biggie for ol Davey. | felt pretty great, then | sat up in the chair a little 
taller, smoked that cigarette with a little swagger. And when | finished it, | stood up and decided to go make 


coffee. 


As | rose from the chair and gave her a final glance, | whispered, "You're mine." 
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| stood in her kitchen with my back against the counter, drinking coffee, when | heard the pocket door of her 
bedroom slide open. She turned the corner into the kitchen and was wearing some ratty robe and bunny 
slippers. And | almost choked on my coffee. 

"Nice slippers. Good morning. Thank you for having coffee. This might work out, after all." 

“After all’ As if you had your doubts, Grohl." 

| shrugged. "Never can tell." 

"Ah. | remember now. You're like a crack baby when it comes to coffee, aren't you?" 

"Everybody's got a vice." 

"A truer word never spoken" She nodded. 

"What's yours?" | asked, not really expecting a reply. 

"You." 


"Me?" Holy fuck! | panicked. Keep it together, man. "Aw, shucks." | did my best to appear bashful. 


She approached me and put her arms around my waist. | felt her breath on my bare chest and put one arm 
around her shoulders and bent to kiss her. 


"lm gonna shower. You're more than welcome to take one also." 


Invitation? Didn't quite sound like it. "I was thinking | would take you back to the hotel with me. You can hang 


with the boys while | shower and put clean clothes on. Cool?" 
“Sure. Give me fifteen minutes." 


| snooped some more. | saw her degree on the wall. A master's from Columbia Fuck me. There were pictures 
on the wall, also. Alicia in her cap and gown. Alicia with who | assumed were her parents and an older Mexican 
woman, Her grandmother? Another shot of Alicia posing with Bad Religion Bad Religion? Seriously? Now | was 


jealous. 


She opened the door and walked out in another Foo Fighters t-shirt. | smirked. She was too much. Too much 
what? Too much right: 


"Where did you get that?" 


She explained that Ben brought it back for her from a show he covered in 2008. She had already committed 


to flying out to Greece to cover another show. | felt a pang of jealousy. 
"Who?" 


She rolled her eyes. "Fucking At The Gates. It was supposed to be their final show, but they got back together 


last year.” 
"You don't like them?" 


Its not that, exactly." She went on to explain that they treated her badly, getting drunk and making passes at 
her. She said that Lindberg had groped her and then waved it off with a casual flick of her hand. 


And then it slowly dawned on me. I've been backstage at various festivals and shows where some men do tend 


to get confused over the women who want to be groped and the ones who don't. Ashamedly, I'd been that guy 


a time or two. 

"Al?" As she herded me out the door. "Is that the worst thing that's happened to you at a show?" 
She didn't look at me but merely shook her head. 

"No?" 

"Not by a long shot" 

My heart sank and my stomach tightened. "Tell me." 

"I'd rather not" 

"Please tell me." 


She finally looked up at me. "David, it was a long time ago. Alcohol makes people do shitty things. It's no big 


deal." 
| stopped walking in the hallway. "Why won't you tell me?" 
"Because," she sighed. "you probably know this person and it's ancient history.’ 


| felt my blood begin to boil. Davey, you getting pissed over the thought of someone hurting this girl? "Did 


someone hurt you, Al?" 


She looked away, fidgeting. She was uncomfortable, but | didn't care. | suddenly needed to have this information. 
"| went to Portland in ‘19 to cover a show. After, | was approached by the drummer in a, um, not so 
gentlemanly way. | tried to laugh it off and push him away. He ended up beating me up. He broke my nose and 
my jaw and my collarbone. He spent two weeks in rehab. | spent two weeks in the hospital” 


My mouth fell open as | stared at her. 


She tried to get us walking again. "Come on, ancient history, like | said. Can we please go now? And can you 


please stop staring at me?" 

| stammered, trying to figure out how | felt about, first, this little girl getting the shit beat out of her by one 
of my contemporaries and second, how | felt about her. "Shit, Al. How can you just keep doing this, then? | 
don't get why...” 

She actually laughed. Laughed at me! "If | let that scare me away from what | love, | couldn't live with myself. | 
love what | do. Hell, | still love this band, even. He was wasted, I'm a cute girl. | get it. I'm a woman in a man's 
world. I'm not condoning it by any means but I'm not stupid either. Whining about it won't stop it from 
happening so now we're smart. None of my people ever cover a show alone. And | learned how to take care of 
myself" 

| ran a hand through my hair. "I don't know what | would do if | saw a guy hitting a girl like that." 

She smiled and took my hand. "Yes, you do. You'd beat the straight shit outta him." 

"Well, yeah." 

"I'd just ask you to hold him down for me." She said in a low voice. 

"I'm sorry that happened to you." 


She shrugged. "It's in the past." 


We took a cab to the hotel and | brought her up to the room with me and called Taylor. He came over to the 


room with Nate. Once they arrived, | went to shower. | caught myself in the mirror again 
"You did if. You can keep this up. She's a good person and you can let her in IHI be okay." 
| nodded at myself and took a long, hot shower, indulging in the way the hot water made my skin tingle. 


| found the three of them making small talk when | reappeared in fresh clothes and wet hair. | mentioned that | 
was going to spend the rest of the day with Alicia and the following day as well, 


As Taylor gave me a quick hug, he said to me, "Guess | missed my chance, huh?" 
"Never say never, my dear.” 

"Atta boy!" He winked. 

| shook my head and rolled my eyes at him. 

After | closed the door, Alicia smiled at me. "You guys really are so close" 


"Course we are. They're my family. | change Taylor's kids' diapers, for God's sake. He deserves to know when 


something important is going on with me." 

"lim important?" 

More than you realize. But | played it cool. "I guess. A little. That cool with you?" 
"Yeah, no. That's cool, | guess." She imitated me, giving me a nonchalant shrug. 


With a shake of my head once more, | grinned. "Come here, you." | opened my arms for a hug and she rushed 


into them, wrapping her arms around my waist. 

"This is fucking surreal, you know that, right?" 

"Why?" 

"Shit like this doesn't happen. | sat next to you seventeen years ago, staring at you with these wide eyes. You 
were just a kid and me? | was even younger. And you know, ever since that moment, | kept one eye on you. 
Watched you fall apart, put yourself back together again, struggle and claw your way back to this enormous 
level of success." She was shaking her head, searching for more words, it seemed. "l'm in awe. My heart swells 


with happiness for your success because my heart ached for you when you were lost.” 


Lost. That hit me like a ton of bricks. Little did she know | was still lost. | forced the lump in my throat back 


down. "We don't have to get into all that.” was all | could muster. 
"Okay. I'm sorry." 
| started to feel angry. "People would be pissed to learn that, out of all people, you felt badly for me." 


"Why shouldn't |? Because of where you are right now? Nobody, not even you, could have predicted this then 
So yes, if | wanted to feel badly for you back then, then | had a fucking right to do that." 


| sighed. | didn't want to talk about that with her. | could almost feel her journalist instincts kicking in and | 


wasn't about to give her the scoop of a lifetime. Dave Grohl is fucked in the head 

| leaned against the arm of the sofa and she leaned into me, coming to rest against my thigh 

"We don't have to talk about this. Im sorry. Let's get something to eat” 

| studied her bright eyes. Maybe she could do it. Maybe she could be the one to take all of this away for good. 
And if she's not? 

| blinked that thought away and said, "Ill tell you anything you want to know." 

Her eyes danced. It was like she could taste it. Biggest story of her life about to spill directly from my mouth 


"What | really want to know, what I've been dying to ask you is one thing.” She grinned as she fingered my 
necklace. "What do you, David Grohl, want to eat?" 


| exhaled. She gets it. She gets me. "You're a good girl. Thank you." 


She lowered her gaze, fingers still fondling my necklace. "| didn't mean to hurt you. I'm sorry." And she lifted 


her eyes to meet mine when she said the word, ‘sorry’. 
"Nothing to be sorry about. Bacon and coffee. | would like bacon and coffee." 


"L can handle that." 
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Over breakfast in the restaurant downstairs, Alicia told me more about the magazine she owned. She had 
started it as a project for grad school, a small one woman operation where she basically posted music reviews 
online. It gained a dedicated following and she asked a friend to start helping; Ben. And then it grew to an 
internet sensation. She gained a few sponsors and suddenly had the capitol to pay a staff and make a living. All 
before the age of thirty-five. 

"And here's the thing. | can leave it all behind. | got an offer from a huge magazine publisher to buy me out" 
‘Is it a good offer?" 

Financially, it's a great offer. But it doesn't sit well with my heart, you know?" 

"Then don't do it. Trust me, it will never sit well with your heart if it doesn’t right now." 

"Yeah, | know. But the opportunity to close that chapter and begin a new one is awfully tempting." 

"Have you spoken to anybody else about it?" 

"My parents, my lawyer and Ben" 

"And what do they say?" 

"My parents don't want me to do it, Ben doesn't want me to do it and of course, my lawyer does.” She grinned. 
"Naturally." 

| have until the end of the year to give them an answer." 

"Good." 

We took a cab over to her office so that she could check in and pick up her laptop. Camera girl snapped us 
almost as soon as we stepped off the elevator. | followed Al into her office and sat down while she put her 
computer in its bag. | got a chance to glance around the room this time. More photos on the wall. | stood up to 
examine them closely. Jesus, it was like a who's who of rock drummers. | recognized Rick Allen, Dave Lombardo, 
Jeff Nelson, Cozy Powell with Brian May. 


"You must have a thing for drummers." | commented. 


"Well, they're generally the ones nobody wants to talk to so they're easily accessible." She shot back without 


even picking her head up. 


"Sadly, that's accurate. 

She lifted her head and winked at me. 

As we were leaving the office, Ben called my name. 
"Dave? Did Al tell you it was her birthday tomorrow?" 
"No." Turning fo Alicia, | asked, "Is that true?" 

"Yeah, but it's no big deal” And she glared at Ben 

"OF course it is. It's your birthday!" 

"Hts not" She said firmly, now glaring at me. 

In the elevator, | asked why she didn't tell me. 


She insisted it was no big deal. "Besides, how do | fit that into conversation with a man | just met and went 
down on. "Hey, | just blew you and guess what? It's my birthday tomorrow!" 


| threw my head back and laughed. "Sure." | finally said. "That works." 

"Sounds ridiculous. And it's a big one so | don't want to talk about it” 

"Oh, yeah? A big one?" 

"Thirty-six." She said glumly. 

"Damn! You're old!" 

"Shut up!" 

| watched her expression change from mock anger back to pure sweetness. | decided to let her see more Dave. 
"Let me tell you something about getting older." 

"Okay." 

| paused for a second, gathering my thoughts, weeding out the ones that might reveal too much of Dave. "You 


remember me as a kid, right? A crazy, spazzy, ridiculously dressed kid. Well, | miss that kid sometimes." She 
had no idea how much | wished | could go back and do a couple things differently. "But this guy | am now could 


school that kid" | mostly meant on stage but she didn't need to know that. 

She merely gazed at me and nodded. 

| went on, "So think back to those days when you thought you were on the top of the world and chances are 
you will realize you're more on top of it now. You have all your successes and failures as an adult that have 
made you who you are." Take it from me, | know. 

"You're right." She agreed. 

| gave her a big Davey smile. "Naturally." 

She narrowed her gaze at me. "Do you want to meet another wise, old soul?" 

| guessed she meant her grandmother and | froze. Meet her family? So soon? | don't even know what we're 
doing yet. Meet her family. No. No, | cannot do this. I'm going to get on a plane in a couple days and never see 


this girl again. Are you sure about that, Davey? Never? 


Tiny droplets of sweat broke out along my brow and my chest heaved. Keep it together, Grohl, holy Christ! You 
can do this! 


"Too soon?" She asked, her face wrinkled in worry. 
"No! No. No, it'll be fine. I'll be fine. Okay, yes." | babbled. 


"Jesus, Grohl, its just my grandmother. Freak out much?" She took my hand and squeezed it. "You don't have 
to, | understand." 


| swallowed, straightened my spine and took a deep breath. "You caught me by surprise but yes, | would like to 
meet your grandmother." 


Her family lived in a second floor apartment in Chinatown Her parents were at work, she mentioned that her 
mother ran a bodega and her father worked as a printer technician for the New York Times. | watched Al 
speak Spanish to her grandmother, a tiny bit of a woman in a housecoat with white hair pulled back in a tight 
bun She looked at me for a long, uncomfortable amount of time before she turned back to Al and spoke to 


her. Meanwhile, | was busy yelling at the devil who was telling me to get the fuck out of there. 


Al's soft laughter brought me back. "Dave, this is my grandmother. Her name is Lourdes. She's ninety-three 
and she understands English a lot more than she lets on. Don't you, Abi?" She glanced up at me. 


The older woman smiled as | extended my hand to her. "Nice to meet you.” 


She took my hand in both of hers and studied it. She turned it over and ran her soft, wrinkled fingers over my 


palm and down all of my fingers, sufficiently freaking me out. She turned to Alicia and spoke to her while she 
still held my hand. Alicia's response was a soft murmur and a nod. My response was a stomach in knots and 
more sweat on my forehead. | gotta get the fuck outta herel | gently wiggled my hand away from hers and 
the older woman laughed. They chattered back and forth when Alicia finally looked exasperated. Big word again 
"Sil Si, Abil" 

"What did she say? What did you say?" | asked, 

Abi put her hand in front of her mouth and giggled. 


Al looked into my eyes and said, "She said you were broken once but are now repaired. She said you are honest 


but frightened. And," Alicia grinned, "she said you are beautiful. | said | think you are beautiful as well.” 


The room was spinning. How did this woman see all of that in the palm of my hand? My gaze landed on Abi's 
face. Her eyes steeled and watched me. Stay cool, man. You got this 


Finally, | smiled Abi put her hand against my chin and spoke to Al again 
‘| will try." Alicia replied in English. 


We stayed for lunch. | still felt sick to my stomach so | begged off and sat quietly, watching them eat and talk 
and giggle. 


"She says quit smoking." 
| lowered my chin to my chest and said, "Si, si.” Davey’s a smart ass 


In the cab from Chinatown to the Garden, | was relieved to get out of there and becoming anxious about the 


show. "Abi? What does that mean?" 


"Nothing, really. Its just short for abuela, which means grandmother. When | was a little girl, | just shortened 
it to Abi and it stuck. She liked you. Very handsome, she said, with a big heart and able hands." Al giggled. 


"Able hands, huh?" 

"Able for what, she did not say." 

"Able for..tickling you, perhaps" And | poked her in the ribs and danced my fingers along her spine. 
"Well, then | have an able hand for flipping you offl" She replied as she wiggled and squealed 


Alicia went off to talk to some people she knew at the venue while we ran through set up and sound check. 


When we were finished, | glanced around and found her standing off to the side, with Gus. He was laughing and 
telling her some story and she threw her head back and laughed also, knees bent, hand clutching Gus's arm. He 
better not be flirting with her! 

| took her with us, in the van, back to the hotel. She was sitting between me and Taylor and as we waited at a 
red light, | was about to turn to her to introduce her to Pat and Chris, officially, when we all heard Beastie 
Boys ‘So Whatcha Want. 


"Shit, that's me." Alicia grumbled and elbowed Taylor in the chest as she fished her phone from her pocket. 


"Sorry, man" 


And every pair of eyes in the van, except the driver's, | think, watched her as she answered her call. Some 


dude named Steve and something about taking care of her staff. 

Back in my room, she told me that Steve was her lawyer and he called about the offer to sell. She said that 
the thing that is keeping her from going for it the most is that she was afraid her people would be tossed out 
on their asses while she cashed in and ‘that ain't cool." 


| had to smile. | liked this girl so much. She was smart and had a bigger set of balls than most men | knew. 


"What would you do next?" as my fingers flew to my mustache and | began to twist. A telling habit | was 
trying like hell to break 


She shrugged "Me? I'd be happy with a tiny record store in the East Village.” 

"Sounds good to me, too." 

"You? You'd never be happy with something like that" 

ie 

"Nope. You've got too many ants in your pants. 

"You think so, huh?" 

"Afraid so” She leaned into my chest as | sat on the arm of the sofa again 

"You think you know me so well’ 

"Not so well but better than you think" And then she sighed and slid her arms around my back 


| rested my chin on top of her head, inhaling the scent of her shampoo. "Whatever you decide to do, 
remember to do it for you first. And you'll get through it. I'll be right here" 


| surprised us both with that line. 

‘Are you tucking crazy here?" The devil, who had been quiet for some time, screamed at me. 

She leaned back to look at my face. "Do you mean that? Like, beyond the next couple days?" 

| guess | did mean it. Or the angel meant it. "Duh." and an exagerrated eye roll were my reply. 

The grin slowly spread across her lips as her eyes danced. Fuck, she was something else. Her hands slipped up, 
onto my cheeks, and she pulled my face to meet hers in a deep kiss. Abruptly, she pulled away and stared into 
my eyes. 

"You're not full of shit here just because you want to get into my pants, are you?" 


"Would | tell you if | was?" | held her stare, letting her in, letting her read whatever it was she needed to read 


in my eyes. The moment she realized | wasn't full of shit was the same exact moment | realized it, too. 


And so | wasn't disappointed in the least when she kissed me again and then said, "I'm gonna go home tonight. I'll 


see you tomorrow." 


With a nod, | told her | understood. 
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She was right. Tomorrow was her birthday and we had only just met, really. | didn't know what | was supposed 
to do. | had to do something but if | do too little, I'm a dick. If | do too much, it might freak her out because 
it's so early. 

"Tay, | need you." | knocked on his door. 

"Hang on!" He called and a moment later, opened the door wearing only a towel. 

"Seriously, dude?" 

"| just got out of the shower. Just a sec." 

| wandered in and plopped down on the couch. He disappeared into the bedroom and | heard him talking loudly. 
"So what's up? Where's Alicia?" 


"She went home for the night." 


He reappeared, pulling a t-shirt over his head. His pants barely held onto his hips and remained opened. After 
he pulled the shirt down, he buttoned and zipped the cargo pants. "She went home? That okay with you?" 


"Yeah, yeah. It's fine." 

He studied me for a minute. "So what's going on?" 

Well, that was the question, wasn't it? What's going on? Beats the fuck outta me. 

"Youre falling in love, dick." The devil yelled at me. 

"Youre finally falling in love!" The angel whispered in my ear. 

Taylor raised his eyebrows, waiting for me to speak. 

"Tay, last night we were in her apartment, right? And | swear to you, my first intention was to get her in bed. 
But she had this look in her eye like she knew that was what | wanted, | could see it. And | felt ashamed of 
myself. Then she suddenly gets this little smirk on her face and she dropped to her knees and blew me. | stood 


there like the fucking king of Siam." | put my fists against my hips. 


This was killing Taylor. Being married and such, he talks a good game but he'd never dream of stepping out on 


Alison. Probably why he jokes about fucking me. In his warped mind, that probably wouldn't be cheating. | 


watched his face contort in pain as | told him about Alicia. 

"Did she." 

"Swallow? Yes, she did" 

"| think | love her." He groaned. 

"Me too." | looked down at my limp hands in my lap. 

He bent to look at my face. "You really do, don't you?" 

| looked up at him and nodded. 

"Well, it could be worse. You could finally be admitting your love for me." 
‘Ive done that several times already, you know." 

"But you never let me tap that" He winked, 

| huffed and shook my head. "You're ridiculous, you know that?" 

"Come on, just once." 

"Stop!" | shouted with a laugh. 

"Fine. One day, Dave, one day." 

"One day in your dreams, maybe." 

"So what did you need me for, anyway?" 

"Oh. Its her birthday tomorrow. | gotta do something but | don't know what" 
"Return the favor. Give her head" 

‘Is everything about sex with you? Oh, what am | saying? Of course it is.” 


"Listen, | haven't seen my wife in two months. If | can't get any action, even with you, I'm going to live 


vicariously through you like | usually do." 


"And jerk off a lot?" 


"Yes. Now, come on, you've only just met. | think going down on her says Happy Birthday just fine." 


Before the show began, | drank a few shots to loosen up and Alicia did as many. Right before we took the 


stage, she kissed me hard and deep and then smiled that knee-weakening smile of hers. 
"Have a good show." 


| couldn't even utter a response. | was still staring at her when T took my wrist and pulled me away. On stage, 
it was automatic. Feeding off the crowd's energy, | ran back and forth, screaming, throwing my head to and 
fro, hair flying, sweat just running in rivers down my back. At one point, a red lace thong landed on the head 
stock of my guitar. | left it there for the duration of the song we were in the middle of. | stood at the mic, 
panting, looking out over the thousands of people peering at me and screaming. | glanced at the thong just 
hanging there. A couple months ago, | would haved found its owner and invited her into my bed. 


"I think somebody lost their drawers." | finally said with a grin. 
Several hundred women - and men - screamed, "Mel" in unison. 


| took the thong and stuffed it into my pocket. "I'll add it to the wall of shame later." And turned back to Tay 
and nodded and he beat out the beginning of My Hero. 


At the end of the regular set, all five of us left the stage to the roar and thunder of applause. | was dripping 
with sweat, my t-shirt was saturated and clung to my back. | reached for Alicia, expecting her to pull away in 
disgust. But she didn't. She brushed her fingers through my wet hair and kissed me. 


"You're amazing." She smiled. 


| could only smile back as Sean handed me my acoustic. | took it and Alicia's hand and pulled her to the edge of 
the tunnel. Before running back onto the stage, | kissed her cheek and said, "Listen 


| played Times Like These and glanced back at her and saw Tay standing next to her. He grinned and nodded at 


me. 
Alicia met up with Ben and the camera girl and led them into the room where me and Chris sat waiting for 
them. We answered a few more questions about how the tour was going and where we were headed next and 
such. Camera girl, Carrie, snapped more pictures. | was just telling them good right when Ben turned back to 
me. 

‘One more question, Dave?" 


"Yeah?" 


"Will you take care of her?" 


"Ben!" Alicia yelled at him. 

| looked at them both. Alicia might have yelled at him but she looked at me now, with the same expression of 
expectation as Ben | swallowed hard. The devil was telling me to tell Ben to fuck off. The angel was telling me to 
swear to him that | would. | exhaled and finally spoke. 


"| promise." 


At the hotel, Alicia followed me into the bedroom and dropped her bag on the bed. "It was a really a good 


show." 


"It was. It was great." | agreed as | began emptying my pockets onto the bedside table. Phone, wallet, loose 
change..thong. 


Alicia laughed. "Get a lot of those, | bet" 

"More than you know." 

"What's the worst thing someone ever threw at you?" 

| thought about that as | pulled my shirt over my head and began to unbuckle my belt. "Probably a jock strap." 
"Seriously?" She giggled. 

"Yeah. Wouldn't have been too bad except it was nasty and all worn out. Obviously someone attempting humor." 
"Did you ask who did it?" 

"Nol | just kind of nudged it off the stage with my foot" 

She laughed some more. 

"Im going to take a shower. I'll be right back" 

"Need a hand?" 

"Actually, yes. | need two." 

"Okay, let me find someone." She started for the door. 


"Jerk" 


| tried to be as quick as possible in the shower. | was eager to give her a birthday surprise. But when | 
returned to the bedroom, she was curled up under the blankets, asleep. | slowly slid into bed next to her and 


tried to put an arm around her when she pressed into me and purred. 

"Tired, baby?" 

‘Mm. Sorry" 

"Don't be silly, go back to sleep. Happy birthday, Al" And | pressed my lips to her forehead 
"Happy birthday, Dave" was her response and | laughed gently. 


| awoke to voices in the other room. Alicia and Taylor. And then | heard them approaching and pretended | was 


still asleep. 

"ll wake Dave” 

"Nah, let me” 

And then | heard Nate's voice. "Alicia, that towel should be a little smaller.” 

She called him a pig. That's my girl 

Someone climbed into bed and grabbed me. Tay. He cooed into my ear and kissed my cheek. | grinned and pulled 
him closer before | pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him. The look of surprise that flashed 
across his face was perfect. 

"| heard you come in Good try, though | told him. 

‘Gus called Wants us to squeeze in one more radio thing before we leave later. Get dressed" 

"Shit!" | grumbled. "Can't you two do it? | wanted to spend more time with Al’ 

"All of us, dude" Taylor replied and | could read the apology in his face. Not his fault but sweet nonetheless 
"How long?" 


"Beats me. An hour maybe." 


“All right. Then we're not leaving until later. | will tell Gus to push the flight out back an hour or two. Al, me 


and you are gonna get dinner or something before | leave tonight” 


"Dave, you have things to do. Its really okay. We can talk later or something." 


"You stay here. | will be back to get you as soon as | can" 

"If lim not here, I'll be at my apartment" She said with a smile. 

"But- " 

"No buts. If l'm not here when you get back, call me." She kissed my lips. "Now get dressed and get the fuck 
out of here so | can get dressed." She turned and pushed Tay and Nate out of the bedroom and closed the 
door. 

"Al, are you sure you're okay here?" 


"Of course | am. Why?" 


"Well, because." And | wondered why myself. Why did | suddenly feel bad about not doing anything for her 
birthday last night and not being able to spend today with her? “Because | have to go." 


"So go. l'm a big girl. | know my way back to my apartment 
"AL | didn't do anything for your birthday | finally said 

She grinned. "Good. | didn't want you to, remember?" 

er 


"No buts." She finished putting her clothes back on and ran a brush through her hair. After she shoved 


everything back in her bag, she leaned across the bed. "Call me when you're done." And then she kissed me. 
"All" 


She winked and was out the door. If | didn't know any better, | would say she was blowing me off. The fuck? 
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Taylor gave me an expectant look when | met him and Nate in the other room. 
"| dont want to talk about it” 

"| thought you guys were hitting it off" 

"So did l" 

"She fore outta here like her ass was on fire” 

"| dont want to talk about it, T" | growled at him. 


The interview took a personal turn after we answered the usual questions about the tour and the album. | was 


not expecting this at all. | felt blindsided and angry. 


"So Dave, you do understand you're like rock royalty. Is the Lord of the Manor going to take a new Lady? 


Thousands of women need to know, Dave. Tell them, put them out of their misery!" 
"Tell them what?" | gave the woman a confused look. 

"Tell them if you're still available and looking.” 

‘lm not" | shook my head, not really sure what | was supposed to say here. 


"He's not. He's mine. We're Lords of the Manor together." Tay put his arm around my shoulders and rescued 


me. 
The woman laughed uncomfortably but got the hint and moved on. 


After that, unless she addressed me directly, | ignored the woman and let Taylor and Chris take the lead. 


Every so often, Taylor would glance at me or lightly smack my leg to draw me out of my head 
| was in the bathroom of the radio station, splashing water on my face when Taylor came in 
"Hey, you okay?" 

"Yeah, man. Thanks." 


"Listen," He began as he leaned against the counter. "| know what you're thinking. You're ready to hop on that 


plane back home and start the cycle all over again" 


"What cycle? What are you talking about?" 

"You know what l'm talking about. She threw you a curve ball and now you're shitting your pants. You want to 
go back to your one night stands where you don't even get to know a chick long enough to allow her to get 
into your head, much less confuse you. So I'm going tell you this once and if you still want to go back to being 
a slut, fine. She challenges you and you need that” 

| need this mindfuck shit?" | scoffed. 

"Yeah, you do." 

"You don't know what you're talking about." 

| know exactly what I'm talking about. Don't let this one go or you will regret it” 


"lIl regret it if | let her in and she breaks my heart." 


"Better than acting like you ain't even got one." Taylor patted my chest with his open palm, gave me a look and 
then turned to leave. 


After talking to the rest of the guys, | asked Gus to push back our flight to 10:00. | called Alicia and invited 


her to have dinner with me. 

"Al, we're going to leave at ten now so have dinner with me at seven?" 

“Sure. Pick me up?" 

"Yeah, | can do that." 

"How should | dress? Where are we going?" 

"Dress in something | can tear away easily and | don't know where we're going yet" 

"Dave." She sounded irritated. What the hell happened here? 

"I was joking, Al! What the hell is going on? | thought we were good. | felt good. What happened to you?" 
"Nothing. Just..see you later." 


| used one of the hotel's drivers to go pick up Alicia. She was waiting on her stoop and quickly stood up and 


hopped in the car before | could even get out. She pushed me over on the seat. 


"Okay, what the hell is going on with you?" | demanded. 

"My father.” She finally said 

"Okay, what about your father?" 

"He disapproves." 

"Of me?" 

She nodded. 

"When did you talk to him? What did you say?" 

"This morning, when you were still asleep. He called my phone when he didn't reach me at home. So naturally, 
that early in the morning, he knew | hadn't been home. When | tried to explain where | was, he jumped to the 
conclusion that we slept together. He didn't believe me when | said we didn't and then | had to explain who you 


were. He hates musicians. So yeah, great start to my day. I've tried talking to him all day.’ 


"Al, you're thirty-six years old. Shouldn't the days of sneaking around behind your Daddy's back be over by 


now?" 

"That's not the point. I'm not sneaking around. But he's my father. 

"So?" 

"So I'm not going to disappoint him. Not when he's sacrificed so much for me." 


"Ah. Well, | cant compete with that. To be honest, | don't even have it in me to try to compete with your 
father for your affection. 


"| guess there's no point to dinner then" She muttered under her breath. 


"And to think you were the one afraid of getting hurt. | don't claim to be perfectly healthy here but it looks 


like Daddy was a convenient excuse for you." 

"Excuse for what?" 

"For not even taking the risk" 

"Please, Dave. You were scrambling for an excuse, too." 


When the car stopped at a red light, she reached for the door handle. "I'd love to say | have no regrets." 


Regret. | gritted my teeth and cursed at Taylor. Fucking shit. With a hand closed around her wrist, | said, "Stop. 
Don't go." 


"Why shouldn't |? There's nothing here for me." 
"Yes, there is. Me. | don't want you to go. Tell me what | need to do to show you Il take a risk with you.” 
"| don't know." 


"Anything, Al. Whatever you need to hear or see me do, just tell me." | braced for it. If | was a betting man 
(and at this point, | was betting a lot here), | knew what was coming. 


"Meet my father." 


And there it was. So this tough, little New Yorker with the big mouth and the bigger attitude was a Daddy's 


girl. How the fuck was | gonna do this? 
‘Don't do if. Tuck and run, you fucking idiot” The devil screamed at me. 


Her dark eyes met mine and | saw a flicker of anger in them, enough to say she thought | was going to bail on 


her. 
Never one to do what people expect of me, | nodded. "Okay, let's do it." 
The daggers in her eyes softened and a smile played on her lips. "Really?" 


Leaning forward, | told the driver to head to Chinatown instead of back to the hotel. When | sat back in the 
seat again, Al snuggled against my side and gripped my arm in both her hands. 


"Thank you." She told me as she looked into my eyes. 
"No problem, whatsoever." 
At the apartment, her Abi was sitting in a chair on the stoop. Alicia jumped out of the car. 


"Nice to see you again, Abi. You look very pretty today." | turned on the Davey charm. | thought it might get 


us out of there faster. 
"Oh, just be a good boy and give this a chance." The angel told me. 


"Fuck that!" The devil and | both said in unison. 


But | took Abi's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. She put her other, tiny, wrinkled hand against my cheek as | 


stooped down. Our eyes met and try as | might, | could not rip mine away. 

She said in quiet English, "Alicia very much in love with you. Please take care of her." 

| swallowed, waiting for the bile to rise up into my throat, carrying with it all my fears and anxiety. It didn't 
come. | felt oddly secure and confident suddenly. | looked deeply into Abi's eyes and said, "I promise." And | 
actually felt like | meant it this time. 

She leaned on me as we made our way up the rickety, old staircase into the apartment. Inside, Alicia introduced 
me to her father, Joseph, and her mother, Suma. Joseph was a couple inches shorter than me, with dark 
brown hair that greyed at the temples and eyes the color of pea soup. Suma was stunning, really. She looked 
more like Alicia's twin sister than her mother. She had the same long, wavy dark hair and large, round brown 
eyes. 

| shook her father's hand. "Very glad to meet you, sir. Thank you for having me." 

"Sir?" Well, thank you very much. Sir in my very own home. He has manners, Alicia" 


"Of course, Papa. Why wouldn't he?" 


"Some rich rock star. Not all of them are good men. Remember the man who beat you up?" He raised his 


voice and growled. "You will not do that to my daughter!" He yelled at me, shaking his finger in my face. 
My body involuntarily shrank back and | was pissed at myself. Why was | allowing this man to intimidate me? 
"Papal" Alicia screamed at him. "This is not that man. This is a good man!" 


| was immediately impressed by her passion in standing up for me to her father. Seemed like we'd both 


overcome something here. 

"Sir," | started again. "If | may? Alicia explained to me what happened to her and | was furious. | will never put 
my hands on her, or any other woman, like that. | understand you don't trust me yet and | don't blame you. 
But | promise | will always do my best to be good to your daughter." 


He studied me for a long time when Alicia slid her tiny hand in mine. "We will see." He finally said. 


"Joseph," Her mother smacked his shoulder. "leave the boy alone. Come, dear, sit. Let me get you something to 


eat." 
"Thank you." 


"Alicia said you live in Los Angeles. Is that where you are from?" 


"No, | was born in Ohio but | grew up in Virginia, outside of DC. My father was a speech writer and my 


mother was a teacher." 
"How did you get into music?" 


| glanced at Alicia and smiled before | told them about my childhood and the first couple bands | played in and 


such. 

"How old are you?" Joseph suddenly asked. 

"Forty-two." 

"Married before? Children?" 

"Yes, married once. No children 

"Do you want children?" 

"| don't know. | wouldn't rule it out but its never been high on my list of priorities." 
"What is high on your list?" 

"Right now? Earning your trust, sir.” 

He smiled. "You are very smart, you know that?" 

‘I'm a high school drop-out, sir. Not too many people would agree with your assessment" 


He laughed, then. "Does not matter. High school drop-out, " he held an open hand out toward me. "Master's 
degree" and then he indicated Alicia. "Does not matter. Smart is smart, you know, Mr. Grohl." 


My eyebrows arched in surprise. 

"I go to university in Croatia. Back then they call it Yugoslavia. | come here to be a writer. | ended up working 
printing press. It does not matter. My Alicia, she write instead" he beamed at Alicia, so obviously proud of her. 
It became clear to me why she felt like she had to gain his approval, then He had made so many sacrifices for 
her. "Now, Mr. Rock star, | would like to hear your music." 


"Oh, Dad" Alicia groaned. 


"Do not ‘oh, Dad! me! | want to hear!" He barked at her in mock anger. 


"You're embarrassing him!" 


"I am not" He turned to me with a grin on his face. "When | was twenty-nine, | saw Led Zeppelin play at 


Madison Square Garden" 
"Get the hell out of here!" | shouted. 


He laughed at me. "No, it was IIT] and my boss at the paper had two tickets. And he give one away to 


employee with perfect attendance. That was me!" 
"That is fucking awesome!" 


At that, Suma gasped and | immediately apologized, feeling my face burn red. The three women left the room 
then, as Alicia's father and | grinned at each other. 


| told him about playing Wembley with Page and Jonesy and his eyes grew wide. He left the table and returned 


a moment later with a laptop. 
"Show me." 


We spent the next two hours listening to music, some Foo Fighters so he'd at least know what | did, but a lot 


more Zeppelin and others. | could clearly see where Alicia's love of music came from. 


On the way out, Alicia and her grandmother chattered in Spanish for a few minutes. | hugged Suma and shook 


Joe's hand. And then | hugged Abi. 

"You have beautiful soul." She said to me in English. And then something else in Spanish. 
"Abil" Alicia exclaimed. 

"What? What did she say?" 

Oh," Suma waved it off. "She just said you were sweet, dear." 

In the car, | asked Al what she really said, 

She laughed and replied, "She said you have a hot ass." 

| choked. "What?" 

Al laughed some more. 


"Are we cool now?" | tentatively asked her. 


"We're cool. | don't know what the future holds for us but l'm in if you're in" 


I'm in We'll figure something out. Maybe you can come out and visit for a little while after you figure out 
what you're gonna do about Conde Nast." 


"I'd like that.” She smiled at me and then kissed me as we sat outside her apartment. "Have a safe trip home. 
Call me when you get settled” 


"Al, thank you for taking a risk on me." 

‘It was either you or fifty cats. At least, with you, | don't have to clean up your shit." 

‘Not yet, anyway." | gave her a big grin 

"Sick" She groaned as she reached for the door handle again 

"Get back here." | yanked her into my arms and kissed her lips, pushing them apart with my tongue. Her lips 
were firm against mine and her tongue lapped against mine. He hands slid under my my layers of coat and 
sweater and found the bare skin on my lower back. With a shudder, | moaned against her mouth. 

When she broke away from me, she giggled softly. "Promise you'll call?" 

"Guess you'll have wait and see." 

"Jerk" She called me and opened the door. 

"Alicia!" | called before she closed it. 

"What?" She grinned. 


"See ya." 


"Not if | see you first.” She winked and closed the door. 
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"You're going to spend the holidays with your sister and her family and your Mom, right?" Alicia asked before 
she tried to stifle a yawn 


"Yeah. Christmas anyway, The kids love spending Christmas with crazy Uncle Dave." 
"I can imagine. What did you get them this year, their own toy store?" 
"Something like that. Are you sure you can't get away for a couple days?" 


"I wish | could. | didn't know I'd meet you and | gave everybody New Years Eve off. | gotta do the Tlmes Square 


thing myself Ben will probably come with me just so | have someone to kiss at midnight" 
"Oh, | see. And who will | kiss at midnight" 

"Hmm. Maybe Taylor will oblige” 

"He'd like that 

"So would you" 

"This sucks, All" | whined 

H really does suck, fell her to beat it Well some sweet honey here." The devil said 


"I know. | would really understand if it was too difficult to keep this up, Dave. I'd be heart broken, but Id 
understand." 


"Just get your ass out here as soon as you can" 

"lim working on it" 

"Work harder." 

"Listen, there's nothing keeping you from coming back here." 

Shit. She was technically right but damn, it had been so long since | was home and was able to sleep in my own 
bed, walk around the house in my underwear, eat Cheerios for dinner if | so desired. So | was a little selfish in 


that regard. | wanted to be home but have Alicia around also. 


When | was silent, Alicia let me off the hook. "I know, there's something to be said for being home. | get it. I'll 


figure something out soon, okay?" 

"Thanks. Talk to you again tomorrow night. Sleep tight!" 

"Night, Dave." 

| held the ladder steady as | peered up at Taylor, who was hanging a disco ball in the middle of the room. 
"So this is a IT10s themed New Years Eve party?" 

"Yeah." 

"Is it gonna be all bell bottoms and blow?" 

"Bell bottoms. No blow. Unless you mean the sucking dick kind of blow." 

"| don't own bell bottoms." 

"Well," Taylor began as he descended the ladder. "I guess you get to suck dick, then" 
‘| learned from the best." | set a hand on Taylor's shoulder. "A lot of people coming?" 
"The usuals." 

"Ill take that as a yes. Any single ladies?" 

"Nope. At least, none for you." 


"Tay, it's not working. | mean, phone calls. That's all we do. It's like having a pen pal or calling my cousin back in 
Ohio. It's lame." 


"Patience, young David. And look at all the time you're spending getting to know her" 
"'d rather spend time nailing her." 


Taylor shook his head. "A few years ago, I'd agree with you but we're getting old, dude. You're pretty close to 


becoming a cliche." 
| sighed. | knew Taylor was right but | was still irritated at the situation in which | found myself. 


"Better go home and get your seventies on, buddy. We're gonna partayyy!" Taylor gave me a back-handed slap 


to the chest before he did a silly shuffle dance. 

"Not gonna be much of a party for me." | muttered. 

"Oh, quit your bitching, would you? Now, go. See you around 8:00." 

"Sure." 

Back at home, | took a long shower and then wandered into the closet. Seventies shit. Hmm. 

"You could skp the party and go find a party of your own." The devil reminded me. 

‘Stop already! He's not going to do that. | won't let him." The angel argued. 

| rifled through the closet, | didn't have any seventies clothes. | had flannel after flannel followed by t-shirts 
and several pairs of black jeans. But then something caught my eye and | laughed. A black western style button 
down shirt with all kinds of rhinestones and detailing on the front and the cuffs. Folded over the hanger, 
underneath the shirt, was the pair of black bell bottom jeans. One of the costumes from the Long Road to 
Ruin video. And then | remembered those stupid white patent leather platform shoes. Where did | put those 
again? At the studio. 

The party was in full swing when | arrived. | wandered in, greeted those who approached me, took the beer 
Rami offered me, laughed with those who recognized my outfit and finally spotted Taylor and Alison near the 
buffet table. 

"Hey! Here, have a hat." Alison plopped a cardboard top hat on my head. 


"Gee, thanks!" 


Everywhere | looked, there were either couples all snuggled together or beautiful, single women giving him 


smiles. Finally, one of them was brave enough to approach me. 
"Hi, Happy New Year, Davel l'm Stephanie. How are you?" 


‘lm good, how are you?" | took a long pull on me beer and then leaned toward the girl. "Happy New Year! So 


what brings you here?" 
"You mean, how did | get an invite to this party?" 
"| guess." | shrugged and let my eyes drift to her plummeting neckline. 


"| work at your accountant's office." 


"Ah." 

"Can | get you another beer?" 

"That'd be cool" 

"Maybe we could get outta here in a little while” 


"Maybe." | smiled as she teetered over to the bar in her five inch heels. | tilted my head as | watched her ass 


in her tight skirt: 


Just as Stephanie turned around with a bottle of Becks in one hand and a pink, fruity drink in the other, people 


started yelling, counting down 
|0-9-8-1-6-5-4-3-2-| and right before the girl reached me, someone stepped in front of her. 
"Don't even tell me you were gonna hook up with a girl who drinks Sex on the Beach and wears Lycra skirts." 


My smile was huge as | pulled Alicia into my arms and kissed her. | held her tightly and kissed her so deeply 
that it took her breath away. 


"Hey! Who the hell do you think you are, bitch?" 

"Okay, then, maybe it's time to get you a cab home." Taylor steered Stephanie away and gave Alicia a wink. 
"Happy New Year, Dave." 

"Happy New Year, Al. When did you get here?" 

"Couple hours ago. So if | waited another day..?" 

"Well, you didn't. That's all that matters." 

"Now might be a good time to take me home." 

"l'm considering it" 

"Tick-tock | guess I'll go mingle." Alicia turned to walk away. 

| let out a quiet growl as | wrapped my arm around her waist and led her to the exit. 


We flew to my house, each one pulling the clothing off the other. 


"Nice shirt, Dave. | think I've seen this somewhere before." 
"Well, this dress is cheap and ugly." 


"Much like the girl that was hitting on you." Alicia giggled and then shrieked when | ripped the cheap, polyester 
dress from her body. 


"Oh! You owe me now, pall" 

"Yeah, yeah." | murmured before | laid Alicia down against the staircase and buried my face in her neck. | took 
a big patch of her skin into my mouth and bit. | growled and bit harder when | felt her nails rake down my 
back. 

Slowly, | bit and nibbled my way down Alicia's body. | took her breast in my large, rough hand and massaged it 
before sucking the nipple into my mouth. | nibbled it and rolled my tongue around it. Al's hands were now 
tangled in my hair, clutching it as she grunted. 

"How's that?" | teased her before | turned my attention to her other breast. 

"Ugh, you suck at this!" 

"Do I? Guess I'll stop then" 


"lll kill you." 


| laughed before | kissed her bare stomach. | stood and pulled her to her feet and then we scurried up into the 


bedroom. 
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In my bedroom sat a long, low chest of drawers, pushed against the wall opposite the bed. When | tried to lead 
Alicia to the bed, hoping to lay her down and bury my face between her legs, she wiggled away from me. 


"Uh-uh. Not yet." She wagged a finger at me as she hopped up onto that chest of drawers. "Go sit down" 


| gave her a confused look but did as | was told. | sat on the edge of the bed and instinctively reached for my 


cock with one hand. Whatever she had planned, | was sure | would enjoy. 


Alicia gave me the dirtiest dirty, little smirk she could muster as she let her legs fall open to reveal herself 
to me for the first time. | let out a tiny whimper when | saw that she was shaved bare. My tongue pushed its 
way past my lips as | watched her right hand slide over her breast, down her stomach and in between her 
legs. Her left hand cupped her right breast and flicked a thumb over her nipple. But her right hand. Alicia used 
her middle finger to slowly rub herself. She raised her feet to the edge of the chest and spread her knees, 
arching her back as the finger slipped inside. 


"Jesus fucking Christ, what are you doing?" | moaned as | was stroking my cock. 
"Making up for lost time." she giggled. 


| stood and approached her. | gazed into her eyes as my hands reached out. Alicia trembled with anticipation 
but was disappointed when | opened the drawer directly beneath her. | gave her a smirk and she rolled her 
eyes. | pulled a condom from the drawer and ripped it open. | was about to roll it onto myself when Al took it 
from my fingers. She leaned down and ran her tongue up and down my length, making me shiver, before she 
put the condom on. | slid my hands down her thighs and around her hips to cup her ass and pulled her to the 
edge of the chest. Alicia looked up at me as she gripped my hips in her hands. She gave me a small nod. | kept 
one hand on her bottom as | held my cock in the other. | guided the head against Alicia's swollen clit and 


rubbed back and forth, gently at first and then a little harder, a little faster. 
"God!" Alicia panted. "Inside. In me, please!" 


"l'm considering it." | repeated. 


That's when Al reached down and took hold of me herself and pulled me into her. We both let out a sigh and | 
pushed deeper inside of her and then pulled out so very slowly, teasing her. After more of her whining and 
begging, | increased my rhythm as Alicia wrapped her legs around me and threw her arms around my neck 
and held on, tilting her head back | used one hand planted flat against the wall next to Al's head to steady 
myself. When | began to grunt and curse, Al's head snapped back up and she stared. 


"Hey, open your eyes. Don't go imagining someone else.” She told me. 


"I'm not." | assured her and smiled. 


"Good" Alicia returned the smile and then turned her head to lay open mouthed kisses against my arm. One 
hand reaching up and hooking around it. It was a small gesture, and maybe to her, it didn't mean anything 
except that she was enjoying the sex. But it sent a jolt straight into my heart. With her head turned toward 
my arm, | dipped my head and found the crook of her neck. | buried my face there and whimpered as my 
orgasm began to take form in the pit of my stomach. 


| backed off of Alicia and picked her up off the chest and chucked her onto the bed. She bounced and giggled 
and turned onto her stomach to crawl up toward the pillows. | was having no part of that and with a hand 
wrapped around her ankle, | gave her a good, firm yank. Alicia realized what | wanted and raised herself onto all 
fours, presenting her backside. | gave one of her butt cheeks a hard slap before | thrust back into her. 

"Heyl" She yelled over her shoulder. 

My response was to slide my hand under her belly and let my middle finger find her clit. As | thrust in and 
out, | rubbed firm circles over her. She grunted and squirmed underneath me, lifting one foot until it was 
pressed firmly against my ass, urging me on. With my free hand, | reached back and held the foot in place 
while my hips rocked back and forth, faster and harder. 

"Dave..." Alicia groaned. 


"Go on, girl" | grunted through gritted teeth. 


She snaked her hand up to press mine against her, holding my finger firmly against her throbbing clit as she 
ground her forehead against the mattress and let out a long shriek. 


As soon as Alicia began to descend, | flipped her onto her back and entered her again, this time blindly 
thrusting deep inside. Alicia could only wrap herself around me and hang on, listening to my loud growls. My 
face was pushed against the side of hers and | groaned against her ear. A halting gasp, a long hiss followed by 
a "Fuck!" filled her, dizzying her senses. 

| rolled off of Alicia and let loose a sigh. She immediately rolled to my side, snuggling against me. 

"Happy New Year, Dave." 

"Happy New Year, Al. How long are you staying?" 

"A little while." 


"A week, two? Five years, what?" 


"Haven't quite decided yet" 


"Pain in the ass." | grinned and used a hand to sweep her hair away from her face. 
"Oh, well. | could leave now, | guess. Now that | got what | came for." 

"What? | see. Just using me for sex." 

"Yep. How's it feel?" 

"Cheap and dirty." 


"Then we did it right." 
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When the first light of the sun began creeping in the window, it drew me from my sleep. | found Al curled in a 
ball on the other side of the bed, still fast asleep. 


"You should wake her up and fell her to be on her way." the devil told me. 

| ignored him and slipped from the bed to take a long, hot shower. She was finally here. This is what | wanted, 
right? Yeah. Only | didn't think about what I'd do with her beyond the sex. Now, in the light of day, | had no 
idea what to say or what to do. How long was she here for? What does this mean for our relationship? How 
was | ever going to get her to go home? Wait, shouldn't | be wondering how | was going to get her to stay? 
She was still sleeping when | returned to the bedroom, now she had rolled over into my spot and hugged my 
pillow. | was quiet as | dressed and left the room, closing the door behind me. As | made my way down the 
stairs, | picked up all the discarded clothing and brought it back to the bedroom. After | made coffee, | found 
my phone and noted 3 texts and a voice mail. Two texts from Taylor wondering how things were going. | shook 
my head. How did he think they were going? The third from my sister wishing me a Happy New Year. The 
voice mail was from my friend, Brian, saying today was the only chance he had to lay that guitar track | 
wanted him to do for me before he was due to get back to England. 

| dialed him back and he answered, not quite sounding himself. 

"Did | wake you up?" 

‘| only just got to bed about two hours ago." 

"Still think you can come over?" 

"Make it around eleven, yeah?" 

"Sure, | ain't going anywhere. Happy New Year, by the way." 


"Piss off" 


| ended the call with a chuckle. It was after nine, | reasoned, Taylor's probably awake. After all, he doesn't 


suffer those irritating hangovers anymore. 


He picked up after three rings, "Hey, buddy! I'm surprised you're awake this early. Wait. | take that back. Of 


course you're up this early. So how are you this morning?" | could hear the snicker in his voice. 


"Did you know about this?" 


"Of course | did. She left her suitcase here though, you guys will have to come get it. How is she? How was 
last night?" 


"She's still asleep." 
"Nice work, my friend" 
With a laugh, | thanked him. "You're the best friend a man could ask for." 


"You know it. Listen, one kid's crying and the other one is pulling my hair so | gotta go. Call me when you're 


gonna come by." 
"Thanks, T" 


A black town car pulled up in the drive and Brian stepped out. After it drove away, he greeted me with a hug 
and a ‘Happy New Year! 


"Same to you. Come on in. So what did you do last night? Party?" 


"Little bit, | was in bed by midnight, though. Battling a bit of a cough. Probably the change in temperature. | 


can't wait to go home." 

"Can't wait to go home? But this is Los Angeles. That's London 

"Well, there's no place like home." 

"Fair enough." 

After a few minutes of setting up, Brian let out a yawn. "You got coffee made, lad?" 


"Yeah, man. Go on up and help yourself. | have just a couple more things to do down here." It occurred to me 


that | ought to mention Alicia to him but she would still be asleep, right? 


Wrong. | heard Alicia's shriek and took the stairs two at a time. | hit the kitchen entrance just in time to hear, 
"Who are you?! Dave didn't tell me he had a chippy in here!" 


"Shit," | groaned. "Brian, this is Alicia. Alicia, this is-" 
"I know who this is. Very nice to meet you. | just didn't expect anybody to be here." She shook Brian's hand and 
then grabbed a dish towel to cover her crotch with. She was wearing one of my old t-shirts and nothing else. 


"Ill just go change." 


‘I'm sorry, Al" | cringed, expecting her to level me with just a look. 


Instead, she grinned. "It's all good. Here, have another peek." She whipped the dish towel to the side and flashed 
us both before she scampered back upstairs. 


"Why didn't you tell me you picked up a girl?" 

"| didn't pick her up. She's from New York" 

Brian let out a loud snicker. "Are you kidding me?" 

"No! She's a good girl. You'll like her. | really like her." | told him with a smile. 

‘No, you dont. You love her. Say it. Love her!" the angel prodded me. 

"So what are you saying? No more running around, sticking your dick in anything with a cute smile?" 

"No more. She's uh, well," and | remembered Taylor's advice. "She challenges me and | need that:" 

"Well, if you're happy, I'm happy for you. She is rather cute. She must have thought | was you though. She 
turned the corner and threw herself into my arms. Nearly gave my ticker a short circuit. lm an old man, you 
know." 

| laughed. "Don't lie to me, you loved it" 


"| never said | didn't" 


We waited for Al to come back down and | made her a fresh pot of coffee in the meantime. After a couple 


moments, | heard her call my name from the top of the stairs. 

"Dave, | have no clothes here. | can put my bra and panties back on but you ripped my dress” 
"Oh, right. T said your suitcase was still at his house” 

"Yeah. Not the brightest part of the plan" 

"| can run and get it” 


"No, Brian is here. You guys go to work. Just give me some old raggedy shorts or something. After you are 


done, we can get my shit." 
She looked like a goddamn sexy hobo in my old t-shirt and a pair of my boxer shorts. 


"Do | look presentable? | feel like a fucking idiot looking like this and fucking Brian May is downstairs." 


"You don't look presentable, | can tell you that much. You look here, throw this on, too." And | threw a hoodie 
at her. 


After she put it on, she looked at me. "Better?" 

"Mostly." 

She sighed. "I'll just stay up here until he leaves.” 

"Don't be silly. Look, | have his underwear on the wall downstairs. Come and see. He really doesn't care." 

"Are you sure?" 

"l'm sure." 

It was kind of cute, the way she became self-conscious. | hadn't seen her that way since we met. It felt nice 
to be able to reassure her and coax her back downstairs. As soon as we returned to the kitchen, | poured 


coffee for her and passed it across the island. Brian moved in like an old vulture. 


‘lm sorry | scared you and called you a chippy. You know chippy is kind of what we call, um, girls who like to 


have a good time" 
| shook my head at him. 

"| know" She smiled. 

"Dave said you are from New York?" 

"| am 

"How long are you staying out here?" 

"| dont know yet. How long are you staying?" She gave him a wink 
| grumbled 

"Oh! Well, | actually go back to London tomorrow" 

"Oh. That sucks” 


"When | return, though, feel free to jump into my arms anytime." 


‘| shall, sir. Thank you." She raised her mug at him and then took a sip. 
"We're going back to work now. Al, stick around. | won't be long, Brian, let's go. 
"Maybe Alicia wants to come and watch’ 

"Ooo! Can 1?" And she was instantly off the stool and following us like a puppy. 


Down in my little studio, off the garage, | sat Al down in the chair next to me at the control board and Brian 
sat down on the chair in the middle of the room. He put his headphones on and went to work. After about four 


different takes, he felt good and | felt good. 


So we sat around bullshitting and | watched Alicia listen to Brian tell his stories like he was the only person in 
the world. But it was amazing to me, the way she could concentrate on every word that rolled from his mouth 
and yet, occasionally she would reach over and squeeze my thigh to let me know he wasn't the only person in 
the world. | was there, too. It was these simple, tiny, almost insignificant things that were making me fall for 


her. 


Taylor and | never stand on ceremony anymore, after the shit we've been through together. Even Alison was 
okay with my bursting through their front door, unannounced. I'd only ever interrupted once. And even then, | 
didnt see anything good 

"Dude! We're here!" 

We heard little feet pounding down the hall and, "Uncle Dave!" 

Alicia immediately clutched my hand. "I didn't meet the kids last time, Alison had them out" She whispered. 
‘Its okay, they're cool" | said just before Shane rounded the corner and threw himself at me. 

"Hey, dude! What up?" | asked him as | picked him up. 

That's when he noticed Alicia and asked shyly, "Who's that?" 

"Who, her? That's Alicia. She's gonna hang for a little while. That cool?" 


"| don't know. What's she smell like?" 


"What does she smell like?" | repeated. His question was a little weird. | held him out, sideways, toward Al and 


he sniffed her neck She giggled at him. 

"Not bad. Better than you." Shane told me. 

Alicia laughed even more and extended her hand. "Nice to meet you, Shane" 

He shook it briefly and then squirmed to be put down He ran ahead of us, back into the kitchen, where we 
found Tay holding the baby and Alison bent over in front of the open fridge. | took the opportunity to smack 
her ass. 

"Goddamn you, Dave!" 

"Good one, dude" Taylor handed me his daughter. "Beer?" 

"You know it 


"Beer, Alicia?" 


"Thank you. But can | get my clothes and change first? I'm wearing Dave's underwear." 


At the mention of Alicia's name, Alison popped up and beamed at her. "Hil I'm Alison. Taylor's told me so much 
about you. I'm happy you could make it out.” 


"Thank you. It's a pleasure to meet you. Your home is lovely. | had to wonder what of kind saint you were, 


putting up with that guy.” 

Alison grinned at her husband. "Yeah, well. He knocked me up. What are you going to do? Taylor said you were 
cute but | think he just didn't want me to get jealous. You're beautiful. | can see why our Davey was moping 
around these past couple weeks." 

Alicia's mouth fell open and then she smiled at me. 

"Al, stop embarrassing her. And by her, | mean me." 


Alison smacked the back of my head. 


"Thank you, Alison. Hit him again" Alicia said with a chuckle. "And please don't ever trust me with your kids. l'm 
scared to death of them." 


Alison scoffed and waved a hand dismissively. "So are we." 


Taylor told her that her bag was in the family room and that she could take it go up to their bedroom to 
change. "But don't look in the top drawer of Alison's bedside table!" 


| put the baby down in her playpen and she looked up and me and raised her little paws. 
"No." | scolded her. 
"Do you want to stay for dinner, dude?" He asked when Al reappeared in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. 


| glanced at Alicia, who smiled and nodded. 
"Yeah, sounds good. What's on the menu?" 


Taylor and | were in charge of the grill while the women were in charge of the salad. 


After, | watched Tay and Alicia clean up the kitchen while Alison put the kids to bed Taylor was drying some 
dishes that Alicia had washed and they were totally flirting with each other. | didn't care. | found it pretty 
fucking sexy, to be honest. When she'd hand him a dish, he would grin at her and let his fingers drift over 
hers, bumping his hip into her. | swear to God, Taylor could charm the pants off of well, anybody. He said 
something to her that | didn't catch and they both turned to look at me and giggled. | shook my head at them. 


‘Are you seriously going to sit here and watch your best friend stick it in your girlfriend?" the devil ask me. Oh, 


she's my girlfriend now? 

Taylor twirled the dish towel in his hands and then snapped Alicia in the ass with it. She yelped and jumped, 
dropping the bowl that was in her hands back into the water in the sink Soapy water splashed them both, 
leaving a pile of soap bubbles on Taylor's forehead. Alicia was laughing so hard, she doubled over. 

"Shit! Shit! Taylor, bathroom! l'm gonna piss myself!" She managed through her giggles. 

"Nope! | wanna see it run down your leg!" 

"TAYLOR!" 

"Okay, around the corner, on your left" 


"Dude," | started after she shuffled out of the room. "Why don't you just take her upstairs and bone her?" 


"Maybe | will" He flicked his eyebrows. 


"Jealous?" 
"Of you or her?" | smirked. 
He tapped the neck of his beer bottle to mine. "Well played, my friend” 


When Alison returned, we sat around their patio having a few more drinks. Alison asked Alicia about the first 


time she met me. 
"Taylor said you actually met Dave during his Nirvana days." 


Alicia glanced at me and smiled. "| did. Briefly. He doesn't remember, why would he? My father works at the 
New York Times and he got me a part time job there while | was a freshman in college. It was nothing great. 
Just your basic gopher. A couple of press passes appeared on my boss's desk one day. He hated Nirvana. Well, 
he hated everything that wasn't, uh, Liza Mannelli, you know? So | begged him to let me go with him. And he 
did and | had to carry this huge, heavy bag of camera equipment and fetch him coffee and dry cleaning for a 
month afterward. But worth it. | was sitting next to him while he asked the most ridiculous questions and 
Dave, you came over and flopped down next to me. You whipped your hair and splattered me with Grohl sweat, 
right across my face. If | had been cooler back then, | would have said something about how privileged | felt, 
getting a facial from Dave fucking Grohl. But I'm not cool so | sat there in stunned silence." 


"You choked!" Alison blurted out and gave Alicia a sad look. 
If you want, | could give you a facial later." | told her. 


"And | could give you something else to choke on" Taylor added. 


| gave him a fist bump. 
"Fucking pigs!" Alison scolded us both. 
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‘| really like Alison" Alicia gushed on the way home. "She's real, you know? | don't know, | expected her to be 
this big, old mean bitch. All superficial and shit. | don't know why. | mean, Taylor wouldn't really like someone like 
that, would he? No, he wouldn't. I'm so happy she wanted to meet mel | mean, who the fuck am |, right?" 


"Alicia, you drunk?" 


"Probably a little. But | feel good. And thank goodness | have my clothes now. | felt like a moron walking into 


their house in your boxer shorts." 

"| thought it was kind of hot" 

"You would. So what are we gonna do tomorrow?" 

"When are you going home?" | figured, since she was wasted, | might get a straight answer out of her. 

"| don't know, waiting on a call from my lawyer." 

"Your lawyer?" 

"Yep. | countered the offer for the magazine. Just waiting to see if they accept and then I'm out" 

"Out where?" | asked cautiously. Afraid | already knew the answer. 

“Out here." 

‘ls she out of her mind? She's gonna move out here? No, no. Do not let her do this!" the devil screamed at me. 


‘Let her. At least you'll get laid all the time." the angel said, surprising us both. 
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‘lm still trying to grasp the fact that you can ride all year round out here." She said to me after | asked her 


to hand me the wrench. 


"One of the great things about SoCal." | grinned and turned back to the bike. "Took me a long time to get used 
to it. | resisted all the Hollywood bullshit, you know? But take that way and this really is a great place to live." 


"What are you doing, dick? Youre supposed fo be trying to talk her out of moving here!" the devil yelled at me. 

| watched out of the corner of my eye as Alicia stood up from her seated position next to me on the garage 
floor. She wandered around, looking at a couple of the other motorcycles, a few of the things fans have sent 
over the years that | hung up. Then she passed the staircase to the loft above. 

"What's up there?" 


"Guitar boneyard." | smiled. 


When she gave me a quizzical look, | told her it was where | stored a bunch of my old instruments that | just 


didn't have the heart to get rid of. 
"Can |?" 
"Sure. Be careful nothing falls down on your head" 


After | put the new filter in and tightened the drain bolt, | reached for a quart of oil. Just as | began to pour, 


| heard Alicia's phone ring above me. 
"Hey, Steve." 


Who's Steve, | wondered. From her side of the conversation, | gathered that Steve was her lawyer and it 
sounded like she made the deal. 


After a few moments, | heard her coming down the stairs and then she told me as much. She said she didn't 
care about how much they wanted to pay her, it was never about that. She was afraid of selling and then 
having all the people that worked for her fired. The counter offer she made reduced the selling price by 
fifteen percent if Conde Nast agreed to employ everybody for at least one year and make Ben the editor. And 
they agreed. 


"That's really great! Look at you, what a hard ass." | grinned. "So what now?" 


‘Now, she's going to move out here and play house with you." the devil warned me. 


"| don't know. | guess | have to go home for a little while to finalize everything and pack my apartment up and 


sell it. Then I'll come back out and find a place to live here and something to do." 
"That record store idea sounded pretty good" 

"In the Village?" 

"Syre" 

"The Village in New York?" 

"Why not?" 


"Because you live here. And | thought we talked about me coming out here so we could spend more time 


together. Isn't that what you wanted?" 


| could lie here and say that it is what | want or | could be brutally honest and say | wasn't sure what | want. 
| saw the daggers in her eyes again. She already knew the truth but | lied anyway. 


"Yeah. Yeah, of course that's what | want but it just seems unfair. Making you go through all of that just for 


me. 


It was feeble, | know. But Alicia surprised me when she pretended to believe me. She smiled and threw her 


arms around my neck. 

‘Its not just for you. | want this, too. Is the bike done?" She glanced over my shoulder at it. 

| nodded. She kissed me. 

"Take me for a ride?" 

| have to admit it. Feeling her knees press against my hips and her arms around my chest made me feel 
pretty fucking good. | drove us west to Malibu and we stopped a one of my favorite places. A beer and burger 


joint called the Pink Pony. 


Alicia and | sat side by side at the bar and had dinner of greasy bacon cheeseburgers and bottles of beer. We 


exchanged road stories and laughed and made jokes. 


She put a dollar in the juke box and picked "Bad to the Bone", "Simple Man" and "Heard It in a Love Song". | 


wondered if she was trying to tell me something. 


She slid a dollar across the bar toward me. "You're turn. Don't let me down" 


"Fuck. The pressure. Okay." | slid off the stool and shuffled over to the machine. As | flipped through, Motley 
Crue caught my eye. | smirked as | chose "Don't Go Away Mad", Metallica's cover of "Turn the Page", and Toby 
Keith's "I'm Just Talkin’ About Tonight". 

"Are you hinting at something, Grohl?" She purred into my ear when the last song came on. 

"| might be." 

"lm gonna go back to New York in the morning, | think" 

"So then we really are just talking about tonight?" 

"Maybe." 


"Going back for good or..?" 


"Well, the last place | want to be is somewhere I'm not wanted. Do you want me?" And her hand was pressed 


against my crotch. That's cheating. This bitch did not play fairly. 
My face wrinkled in torment as | dumbly nodded, "Yes." 


And when | awoke in the morning with a massive headache, the only evidence that Alicia had been there were 


the red scratches up and down my back. 
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"You are such an asshole! | thought we came to an understanding You were going to stop being a fucking dick and 
let this girl in No. You had to go back to being a scared, little pussy who cant even let a girl move into the same 
city as youl What the fuck is wrong with you, Grohl?" the angel was giving me a piece of his mind. 


‘Oh, shut the fuck up. He got what we were affer and sent her on her way, lke he should have. Like he always 
should That's how you stay alive. That's how you keep trom getting hurt. Right, Davey?" the devil defended me. 


Right. Then why did | feel this overwhelming sense of shame and guilt? | wondered briefly if she'd left yet. 
Maybe | could stop her. When | reached for my phone, however, it was almost as if the devil, with his burning 
touch, grabbed my hand and stilled it. | couldn't do it. Couldn't call her. 


"Pussy." the angel spat at me and then disappeared from my shoulder. 


‘Fuck! | thought that little goody-goody would never leave! Just you and me, bro! Pound if!" the devil triumphed 
and held his fist out for me to bump. 


Five days later, | accumulated eight missed calls from Taylor, none from Alicia and what | suspected was a 


case of crabs. 
"Thats what you get, asshole." the angel picked a fine time to return 
‘Seriously, dude. That's disgusting." the devil. 


"Finally returning my calls?" Taylor was berating me now, too. "What the hell happened to you? Where have 


you been?" 

"Dick deep in some random pussy" | grumbled 

| heard Taylor sigh on the other end 

"| need help" | admitted quietly. 

"Gee, you think?" 

"Tay, please. | need.| need you to come over here" 
"Why, what's wrong?" 


"| think | got crabs." 


He laughed so long and loud that | had to move the phone away from my ear. 


"God, you've really finally turned into that cliche | was talking about. | don't know what to do with you anymore. 


Why don't go get arrested for possession or solicitation or some shit and really solidify your image?" 


My head bent lower and lower as Taylor continued to berate me. | couldn't argue with him. He was right. I'd 


gone ahead and turned into this sad, pathetic excuse of a man. 


When he finally stopped and realized I'd made no attempt to disagree, his voice softened. "All right, buddy. I'll be 


over in a few. Hang in there." 

| paid Sean, my guitar tech and all around do whatever guy, an exorbitant amount of money to go to the 
drugstore and pick me up something. Taylor sat on my bed, waiting, while | was in the bathroom, putting the 
lotion all over my crotch. 


"Don't forget the taint!" Taylor yelled with a laugh. 


When | opened the door and gave him a nasty glare, he asked, "This isn't from Alicia, is it? | mean, she was in 


my house...” 
"No. There was a girl two nights ago." And then it dawned on me. "Get up! GET UP!" 
| pulled Taylor to his feet and started ripping the sheets off the bed. 


"Oh God, Dave!" Taylor yelled at me and immediately started pulling his clothes off. "Burn these! I'm using your 


shower." 


| threw away all the sheets and blankets and pillows, along with Taylor's clothes. | left a pair of shorts and a 
shirt on top of the mattress for him. 


When he found me downstairs, in the kitchen, he gave me a level stare. "Enough of this. | do not need to go 
home and tell my wife that | got an STD from your bed. Grow the fuck up, Dave. | don't understand what is 
going on in that thick head of yours. Explain it to me, make me understand." 

"| don't think | can tell you anything you don't already know. I'm fucked up. I'm terrified of her." 

"Why? What has she done that's so scary?" 

My fingers played with the peeling label on the bottle of beer in my hands. | dropped my gaze to watch them. 


"Huh? What? What has she done?" 


"Made me fall in love." | muttered. 


"What? | didn't hear you." 
He heard me. | know he did so | lifted my eyes to stare into his. "Made me fall in love!" | yelled at him. 
Tay grinned at me. He fucking grinned! "What's so scary about that?" 


"Just everything. She's gonna come in here and turn my fucking world upside down so that | won't know my 


ass from a hole in the wall and then she's gonna leave" 
"What makes you think she's gonna leave?" 

"Because they all leave, eventually" 

"Only the wrong ones leave, babe" 

"What if she's one of the wrong ones, too?" 

"That's a risk you have to take. l'm still here, right?" 

"Guess that makes you the right one." | replied with a smirk 

"| knew | just had to wait until you hit rock bottom. Too bad you got crabs now. | ain't touching that shit" 

| laughed softly. "I just think you're all show and no go" 

"You know what | think? | think you ought to get your ass to New York and apologize. 

"| think you need to stop thinking about my ass" 

re 

"She doesn't want to see me. lts done. | fucked it up too much" 

"So just because it's done, she doesn't deserve your apology?" 

After a pause, "T, | need more help, don't |?" 

"What do you mean, like therapy?" 

"| dont know..something to help me put this all behind me. Because you're right. | love her and | do want her 


here, around me, all the time. But | can't silence the voice inside that tells me to push her away." l'm talking to 


you, devil. 


‘But, Davey, we have so much fun together!" 


Fun's over. I'm in love now. 


With a smile, | lifted the bottle in a toast. "To the death of fun!" 


Taylor eyed me with confusion, but returned my toast nonetheless. 
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| had a decision to make. 

| could hop on board the next flight to New York, batter down her door and beg for her to come back to me. 

And | would know the entire time that | was begging that nothing had changed for me. That | had no promises 

to make to her. The devil would still be sitting on my shoulder, waiting for a vulnerable moment when he could 


talk me into running again. 


Or | could get my head on straight, hoping that when | do have something | could promise her, she'd want what 
| had to offer. 


With Taylor's help and a favor called in from our pal, Dr. Drew, | made an appointment with the therapist he 
recommended. A Dr. Kaufman who was about fifteen minutes from the studio. He'd even agreed to come to 
the studio, knowing | would feel more comfortable there. Most likely an attempt to get me to open up more. 
Taylor waited in the office with me. 

"You okay, buddy?" 

"Mostly." 

"Want me to stay?" 

"At first." 

Dr. Kaufman was a twelve year old kid. He was about as tall as T, about as skinny, dressed in a purple polo 
shirt and a pair of black, skinny jeans. He had huge, smiling brown eyes and a mop of messy brown curls atop 
his head. | noted the tattoo peeking out from under his shirt sleeve and the recognition and awe in his eyes. 


What the fuck? Some kind of prank? Did Taylor do this? 


"Hi, Tom Kaufman, It's an honor, Mr. Grohl, honestly. And | know I'm here to help you so | don't want to freak 


you out” 
"Is this a joke? How old are you?" 

"Thirty-one 

And how do you know Dr. Drew?" 

"He didn't tell you? Okay, uh, | used to work at the center before | opened my own practice. 


How the hell was this little, twerpy kid going to help me? What was Dr. Drew thinking? 


As if reading my mind, T stood and laid a hand on my shoulder. "Give him a chance. There must have been a 


reason you were told to get in touch with him. I'll be around if you need me." 
My heart lurched into my throat. Tay was going to leave me with this kid? Shit. 
After Taylor closed the door behind him, the kid asked, "Are you okay with this? You seem a little put off" 


‘lm sorry. You're just not what | was expecting. But if Dr. Drew thinks you can help me, l'm willing to give this 
a try" 


"Great, good! Okay." 
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| met with Tom six times over the next two weeks. | learned that he was nine years old when Nevermind was 
released. | learned that his mother left him and his younger brother with their alcoholic father when he was 


six. And his brother was killed in an accident when Tom was twenty-four. 


It prompted him to stop getting high every day and enroll in community college. And in seven years, he'd 
earned his master's in psychology. I'd also learned that, like me, he experienced loss in his life and also had a 
fear of letting people get close. But, through his studies, he was forced to apply a lot of what he'd learned to 
himself and he learned that fear and anxiety over people leaving prevents the natural progression of life. 


People ARE meant to come and go. And the fact is that few of them end up staying. 


It hurts when they don't but | had to accept that there was nothing | could do to prevent it. And in some way, 
the forces at work find a way to fill the void For Tom, the void of his brother was filled by his one year old 
son. Life is cyclical, he reminded me. And maybe it isn't the void of Jennifer that Alicia would fill. Maybe it was 
my father or Kurt or Jimmy or anybody else that | held dear and lost. | wouldn't know until | let her in 


His advice to me was to find someone who | could be honest with and who could accept that a relationship with 


me had to progress at my pace, as long as | was willing to allow it to progress at all. 


"When | first met my wife, six years ago, we dated for six months before | brought her to my apartment. We 
were together for a year before | slept the night at her place. When we did decide to move in together, | kept 
my own bedroom for about five months. And we've been married for about fifteen months. | understand 
you're older and | understand you've been through a lot in life. But the best thing | can offer you, Dave, is 
this: people will leave your life. That's just the natural order of life. But you don't deserve to miss out on what 
they have to offer. And they, most of them anyway, don't deserve to miss out on what you have to offer. As 


for a mate, find someone who can be comfortable with your pace and explain why it's important.” 
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Taylor said he didn't want to talk about things if | felt uncomfortable about it. And the fact that | needed to 
talk to him about things was not without significance. 


"It occurred to me, Hawkins, that you just might be the only person in my life that | trust. Like, wholly and 


completely. And look at how long I've known you." 

"If you remember, | almost left you once." He said quietly, without raising his eyes. 

‘| remember." 

"But you know, now, | never will.” 

"| know." 

"Doesn't make me any more special than her." 

"Sure it does. But I'm still not going to let you butt fuck me." 

"Ive got a lot of patience." Said he with a smirk 

"So that's why you ain't left yet, you fuck!" | laughed as | picked up a guitar pick and flung it at him. 
He threw up his hands to deflect it and as our laughter died down, he smiled at me. 


"Go and talk to her. Tell her what's in your heart. If she is half the woman | believe her to be, she will 
understand. If you lost her, you lost her. But at least you were finally honest with her, as well as yourself” 


| rode that elevator to her office loft humming Hendrix. "All | got is a red guitar, three chords, and the truth” 
| didnt try to call her first. Figured the element of surprise ought to work in my favor. 

"Youre doing the right thing. Look at how far you've come. Im so proud of you." the angel purred in my ear. 
‘Listen, angel, it's been nice but you gotta go, too. | got this” | told him. 


If | got this, why did my heart drop into my stomach when the elevator doors opened and Ben and Camera Girl 
both flipped out on me. 


"You got a lot of fucking nerve showing up here! Who the hell do you think you are? What? California pussy 
doesn't cut it anymore?" 


Camera Girl screeched at me before she stood up and stormed off. 


Okay, so Alicia told them what | did. Great. 

"Ben-" | started softly, holding my hands out before me in a gesture of contrition 
"She's not even here, Dave" He said sadly. 

"Where is she?" 

"Her parents, | think" 


"Oh." Aw, fuck me. Her father is gonna fucking kill me. 
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It was like ripping off a band-aid; better to do it all at once and quickly. | took a cab into Chinatown and directly 
to her parents’. When | pulled up, Abi was sitting on the stoop. 


"Abi, it's very cold. What are you doing outside?" 
She smiled at me and cupped my chin in her mittened hand. "Waiting for you." 


Okay, that's not freaking me out at all. | gave her a confused look but then it dawned on me, Ben must have 


called Alicia. 

"Are they very angry with me?" | asked her. 

She nodded. "Si." 

"But you are not?" 

"No. | knew you would come back." 

With a weak smile | took her elbow and helped her upstairs. She gave me a glance before she opened the door 
leading into the apartment. My eyes scanned the apartment, wondering who | would have to hear from first. 


Suma was standing at the kitchen sink. 


Abi called her her name and began speaking in Spanish. When Suma turned and saw me, her face clouded at 


first and then brightened as Abi continued speaking to her. 

"Hello, David." 

"Hello." | could feel my six foot frame trying to shrink to hid behind Alicia's Abi. 

"Alicia isn't here right now. Come and sit down. Can | get you anything?" 

"No, thank you." 

At their table, | was flanked by them both, one on each side. Their deep, dark eyes conveyed so much 
compassion and understanding, that | almost wish they'd railed into me. At least, | would know how to react to 


that. 


"Do you want to tell us what happened?" Suma finally asked. 


"Didn't Alicia tell you anything?" 


"Not really. Simply that she was stupid to believe you were different.” 


"Ah. Well, she was right. She was stupid to believe that. | was even more stupid, though. | made her believe it. | 
told her | was different. And, you know, maybe | am. Was. | wanted to believe it, too. But | wasn't ready, then. 
As much as | tried to be." 


"How will she know you are ready now?" 
"| don't know. She probably won't. That's okay, though. | will understand. | really only came to apologize to her." 


Suma patted my arm with her hand and smiled. 


How could this woman be so compassionate toward the evil fucker that broke her daughter's heart? 


When | heard the door open, | instantly popped to my feet. It was going to be either Alicia or her father. And | 


knew neither one of them would be as calm and nice as these two were being. 


It was Alicia. It seemed to take forever for her to raise her eyes but when she finally did, she gasped and 


dropped her keys to the floor. 

"What the hell are you doing here? as she bent to pick them up. 

"| needed to see you, Al" | began It came out wrong. As if what | need matters at this point: 
"Oh, you NEEDED to see me, did you?" And she let loose a volley of harsh-sounding Spanish. 


And then she and Abi were arguing. Hands were flailing as their voices escalated Suma tried to intervene and | 
got pushed out of the way. | had to appreciate the comedy of the scene before me. Three generations of 
Mexican women screaming at each other over me. And, like a jackass, | started to giggle. Softly at first and 
then full blown belly laughing. So loud was | that it took me a moment to realize all three women had stopped 


yelling and were staring at me. 
"What are you laughing at, pendejo?!" Alicia screeched at me. 


‘lm sorry. It's just..well, it's funny how before you were yelling at your father, defending me. And how you're 


yelling at your mother and grandmother as they try to defend me." 


A lightswitch went on. "And the thing is, | have no defense for the things I've done except to tell you the 
truth. Alicia, the truth is I'm not. don't have a lot to offer you. | know that might sound strange to most 
people. How could | not have a lot to offer you, right? But | know what is important to you. And | don't know if 
| can give it to you. Not when and how you deserve. | pushed you away because you scared the living shit 
right out of me. Alicia, | love you. | really do. But you have the power to fuck me up. I'm sorry. I'm afraid to 
let you in. | saw a therapist after you left. You know, | lived.! live with a fear of getting close to people and 


having them leave. It probably started with my father. And just continued to be a pattern in my life. But 
that's what happens, right?" 


| finally saw her features soften and she slid into a chair and gestured for me to do the same. 


"Some people leave, whether we want them to or not. And there's nothing | can do to change that. Some people 


stay. Look at Taylor, right?" Just saying my best friend's name made me smile. 


"He told me that, even though | ruined things with you, that you deserved an explanation and an apology. | can't 
blame you if you don't want to hear me and you kick me out. But that's why | needed to see you." 


Alicia was silent for a long time. She lowered her gaze to watch her fingers picking at her fingernails. After 
several moments passed, | just assumed she was over it and wasn't going to even acknowledge what I'd said. 
And | deserved that. | stood and started for the door, praying she'd stop me. Begging her, silently, to stop me. 
But she didn't move. And out the door | went. 

As | slowly plodded down the hall, | heard more Spanish yelling and the door jerked open behind me. 


"Dave!" 


| turned on my heel just in time to catch Alicia against my chest. She raised her teary eyes and then an open 
right hand landed against my cheek. 


"I swear to fucking God, if you ever, EVER hurt me again like that, I'll drive your sorry ass down to Tijuana 
and they won't be able to identify the tiny little pieces of you that are left scattered across the desert, being 
picked on by vultures. You got me?" 


"I think | got you, yes." 


She put me to work, packing up her apartment and after, we sat on the hardwood floor, sharing a pizza and a 


six pack. There was more | had to tell her. Now was as good a time as any. 
"Al, | need to talk to you about what happens next" 
"What do you want to happen? How do you want this to work?" 


First, | need to make it clear that what | ask of you here is not to hurt you but to make sure | don't hurt 


you again." 
"Okay." She sounded leery. 


"| can't take this too fast. Emotionally, you understand. | want you to move out to LA but | want you to be 


independent, as well. | want us to date. | want to pick you up and take you dinner and maybe make out in my 


car before | drop you off. | want to surprise you with concert tickets on Valentine's Day. | want to be with 
you but | want to be comfortable, too." 


"Having me in your home for those few days made you uncomfortable, didn't it?" 

| nodded. 

"Why? No judgment, just help me understand." 

It was nice at first. The night we came back and made love. Even the following morning, with Brian. It was fun. 
But after that, you were just always around. | felt responsible for making sure you were happy, making sure 
you were comfortable, entertaining you, feeding you, taking you to bed. I'll be honest, the last one was never a 
problem. It was the part of your visit | liked the most. | know that makes me a pig but that's the part | knew 
best. Never felt the anxiety when | had you in bed." 

"No, | kind of understand that. Being in bed with you just made me like all the rest. No pressure there." 

| didn't reply. She knew she was right. 

After a moment, | heard her huff and laugh softly. 


"What's so funny?" 


"I remember standing in this room with you when you warned me that you wouldn't live up to the hype. That, 


underneath it all, you were just some middle-aged divorced dude. 
| nodded. | remembered that moment well 

"| had no idea how right you were" 

"Did | knock me off your pedestal?" | asked her, feeling my face burn crimson 

"You sure as fuck did” 

"Suppose | needed that 

"Im glad you want to take things slow. After the way you pushed me away, the last thing | want to do is rush 
into something with you. And | guess, if Im being honest with you, | knew what you were doing and | should 


have been the one to walk away. That last night should never have happened" She said very solemnly, making 
me feel ashamed of myself. Then she added, "But damn, was it good." 
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Parking the bike in front of the address Al gave me, | took a good look around. It was your average Los 
Angeles townhouse complex, nothing too exciting. It was located in the neighborhood of North Hills, which was 
only about a 25 minute drive from my house and ten minutes from the studio. Her moving truck was parked 
out front and | watched from behind my sunglasses as two big guys carried her furniture in. Alicia appeared 
on the stoop and immediately spotted me. 


"Hey! You gonna sit there all day or you gonna help?" She yelled down to me and crossed her arms across her 


chest. 


| was about to respond when | heard a loud truck pull up behind me. Taylor. Alicia's face lit up when she saw T 


and Alison get out of his SUV. 


"Holy shit, you two!" She yelled and ran down the steps and practically tackled Alison "What are you doing 


here?" 

"Came to check out the place. And watch these two work. How are you?" 

And the two of them walked inside, yarmmering away. | look at Taylor, he looked at me. 

"Shit" 

"Thanks for coming down to help, dude. | owe you." 

"Damn right, you do. And | know just how to collect 

"No, you can't put it in my ass." 

"Come on, D!" 

Inside the townhouse, there were three bedrooms and two bathrooms. One bathroom was an en suite inside 
the master bedroom. It was spacious enough, double vanity, room in the stand up shower for two. Maybe. The 
living area was open to the dining area and kitchen. And there was a two car attached garage. 

"Alicia, you don't drive, do you?" 

"No, | learned when | was a teenager but never had a use for a car." 


"What are you going to do with all that space?" 


"Start a band." She said with a grin 


We'd given up unpacking for the day. All of her furniture was in place but she had mountains of boxes to go 


through. She could do that on her own time as far as | was concerned. 

Taylor and | went out to buy beer and food and left the girls to talk. About me, | assumed. 

| could feel Taylor's expectations in the air between us. He was waiting so patiently for me to explain what 
happened in New York. | left him waiting, too. But when we arrived back at Al's, he turned the engine off and 
looked at me. 

"You're really not going to talk about it?" 

‘lm really not. I'll just say thank you for the push." 

"You're welcome. If you want to talk.” 


"I know where to find you. Behind me, staring at my fine ass." | chuckled and hopped out of the truck 


After we ate, after the Hawkins went home, | didn't stay much longer either. Alicia walked me to the door and 
we stood there, talking for a few minutes. | told her to make sure she locked the door behind me. 


'ls this a terrible neighborhood?" She asked with a grin 

"No, | mean so that | don't barge back in here and ravage you." 

"Oh yeah? Mr. We-need-to-take-things-slow" 

"Kil ravage you slowly’ 

"Go home, Dave." She used a hand open against my chest to push me out the door. 

"Call you tomorrow?" 

"Don't rush me!" 

| shook my head at her before | leaned in to kiss her. 

"Thank you for your help today" Alicia called after me as | descended the steps to the street 
She stood in the door and watched me put my goggles and helmet on 


"Lock the door!" 


She waved me off and closed the door. 


| didn't tell Taylor or Alicia or anybody else that | continued meeting with Tom. Once a week, | surreptitiously 
slipped down to his office. Sometimes we merely talked about music and exchanged stories about our pasts. He 
found my stories a hell of a lot more interesting than trying to work out my fears. But the point of it all 
wasn't lost on me. After a couple weeks, | soon began to see a pattern in the stories | chose to tell. | told him 
about my father, about the first funeral | ever had to attend, my grandmother who died of lung cancer when 
| was nine. | told him about the first serious relationship | had when | was sixteen and how she ended up 
moving away because her father was in the Navy. And then we talked about my friend, Jimmy. It didn't escape 
me that, eventually, Tom would ask me about Kurt. And the funny thing is | wasn't exactly avoiding talking 
about him. It was that | didn't exactly see Kurt as a building block to this problem. | had accepted, long before 
he died, that he probably wouldn't be in my life forever, for very long, come to think of it. It was just one of 
those things | knew but didn't. 


So | wasn't surprised at all when Tom gently brought up his name. | told him everything | could remember, 
meeting him, meeting Krist, the whirlwind success, the whirlwind decline in Kurt's health. As | sat there, 
listening to myself mention Krists name more than Kurt's, | had an epiphany. Krist never left me. Sure, our 


lives had taken different directions but he was never more than a phone call away. 


We agreed to cut my appointments back to once every two weeks. | walked out of Tom's office with a huge 
smile on my face and my phone in my hand. 


"Hey, its me. How are you? | just wanted to call and say hello. Been a few weeks, you know?" 
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As promised, Alicia and | went on dates. Nine of them, to be exact. Each time, | picked her up and dropped her 
off. Each time, we sat in my car out in front of her house. We talked about everything. She told me about 
growing up in New York, going to Yankees games with her father. She told me about some of her 
grandmother's more ridiculous superstitions. Each time, the conversation would slow to a comfortable lull and 


Alicia would look at me from under her eyelashes and a grin would cause her lush, full lips to curl. 


"Dave," she finally began on date nine, "this is weird. It feels like we're becoming more and more shy around 


each other instead of the opposite." 


"Nah. We're not getting shy. Come here." And, with an open palm against the back of her neck, | pulled her 
toward me and | kissed her lips. 


Her fingers were in my hair, twisting it, tugging it, as her mouth moved against mine. | felt her tongue tickle 
my bottom lip, trying to get me to part mine. The kiss intensified. My free hand slid slowly up her forearm to 
her elbow and used it to tug her closer to me, over the console of the car. 

"| could just ask you inside." She breathed, 

"Nah. Not yet." 

Al stared into my eyes, a confused scowl on her face. | smiled and ran my hand down her silky, rich hair. 
"Soon" | told her. "I really want to do this right. H's not meant to hurt your feelings." 


"I know. | just want you." The way she said it with such honesty and confidence made my heart beat faster. 


"And | want to make sure this doesn't get fucked up again. Trust me, | don't want to watch you go inside and 
drive home to my empty house. But | want even less to lose you for good. Do you trust what I'm doing here?" 


She settled back into the passenger seat and contemplated. After a few moments of me holding my breath, 


she finally relented and gave me a nod. 

"Thank you." 

As | drove home, | replayed the conversation in my head. Was she drawing a line in the sand? Was she trying 
to call my bluff? Maybe she did just want me and the pace | had set was starting to frustrate her. Maybe 
my trying hard not to fuck things up was fucking things up. 


The sale on Al's apartment in New York was finalized. With a smug grin on her face, she told me how much of 
a profit she made and my mouth dropped. 


"Al, I've been in that apartment, it's smaller than my bedroom." 
Location, location, location, David. | bought it seven years ago and made a IDO% profit.” 
"Good, you're buying dinner tonight." 


One afternoon, | came by her place, unlocked the door with my own key. Ain't progress wonderful, kids? She 


was sitting on her couch with her computer in her lap. 
"Whatcha doing?" 

"Car shopping.” 

| raised an eyebrow. "Maybe you should get your license first?" 
| thought I'd buy the car and practice on it” 


"Use mine. It'd be a lot easier to drive than what you're looking at. And seriously? This is the kind of car you 


want?" 

She looked up at me with a grin “Hell, yeah. This is the kind of car | want." 
"Then | think you need to practice on my car. | don't want you to get hurt" 
"Are you ordering me?" She asked with a glimmer in her eye. 


| watched her for a moment. She was flirting with me, daring me. "Yes, | am. You'll drive the car until you're 


ready to get your California license." 

"You're an asshole." She replied with a smirk on her face. 

| smacked her cheek. 

She gasped and stared up at me. 

"Say it again" | challenged her. 

"Asshole." 

| sat down next to her and pulled her over my lap and started spanking her ass. She giggled and squirmed, 


rubbing against me by accident. Or was it? It felt really good that something besides my own hand was 
touching me. | finally let her up and she straddled my thighs, sitting face to face with me. Her fingers 


immediately started playing with my necklace. That was becoming a favorite habit of hers. 

"Say you're sorry for calling me an asshole. 

"Im sorry you're an asshole" She said with her chin against her chest 

| smacked her mouth with my fingertips. 

"Im sorry | called you an asshole!" She raised her voice 

"Don't shout at me" 

She rolled her eyes. "Whatevs" 

| wanted to laugh. | should not find her bratiness this adorable. Instead, | pulled her t-shirt over her head and 
took two handfuls of her naked breasts. Initially, she was shocked at my forwardness and then she cringed 
when | squeezed 


"Roll your eyes again, | dare you." 


Alicia put her chin down again and resumed playing with my necklace. | reached behind her and gripped her ass 
as | pressed my lips to her forehead. 


"You're bad. Do you know that?" 

She nodded. 

"Want to be punished?" 

| saw the grin twist her lips as she nodded again. 

"Go. I'll come in just a minute." 

As she hopped to her feet, she mumbled, "I hope not." 


After she hurried into her bedroom, | made sure to make a mental note of the dealership that had the car 
she wanted. 
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Alicia was just climbing onto her bed when | appeared in the doorway. | got a nice glimpse of her bare ass, hips 


and gently arched back. She turned and glanced over her shoulder, face half hidden by her hair. 
"You goma stand there watching me or..2" 

"| was going to keep watching you, actually. Put on another show for me. 

"Why don't you put on a show for me?" 

"Im not the one who called you an asshole. You owe me. 


She turned over and sat down on her ass in the middle of the bed. "Grohl, get your fucking ass over here 


right now or, | swear to God, you'll rue the day you met me." 
| chuckled, even as | started pulling my flannel shirt off. "Ill what?" 
"You heard me." 


Very slowly, taking my sweet time, | pulled my t-shirt over my head and then watched her eyes drink in my 


arms and chest. 

Like what you see?" 

She shrugged and rolled her eyes. "I guess." 

"Come over here and help. | can't quite get this belt undone." Giving her a teasing smirk 


"Asshole." She muttered and scooted to the edge of the bed. She slid her legs over the edge and set one on 
either side of me and immediately yanked my hips toward her. Her hands very skillfully unbuckled my belt and 
then unbuttoned my jeans. Alicia looked up into my eyes as she pressed her open mouth against my stomach. 
Damn her. She continued to kiss me there while her hands pushed my jeans and briefs off my hips. My hands 
dove into her hair and curled into fists, pulling it backwards as | bent over her. 


Once she was laying back, | seized her mouth with mine, sliding my tongue inside, wrestling and twisting with 
hers. My hands left her hair and glided down her sides, tickling her, until they landed on her hips. My mouth 
followed, kissing her throat, her chest, taking one nipple in and flicking my tongue over it. She purred softly, 
her hands clutching at my hair. 


Now | was running my tongue along her stomach and around her jutting hip bones. She squealed and wiggled 


under my hands. 


‘lm ticklish, dick!" She yelled at me. 
"Good" And | continued to tickle her, now using both my tongue and my fingers. 


"Dave!" She screamed and wiggled some more. | held her down with my hands against her hips. And when she 
thrashed a bit more, | then caught her thighs and pushed them apart as | slid off the bed and onto the floor. 
Before she had a chance to thrash anymore, | immediately pushed my tongue against her shaved lips. She 
gasped and stilled. 


"This is all it takes to get you to lay still?" 

‘For a second, maybe." 

With a huff, | slid my tongue between her lips and used my thumbs to open them wider. | went right for her 
clitoris and flicked the tip of my tongue over it a few times while | rubbed my index finger along the inner lips. 
Alicia groaned and | felt her body relent and sink a little deeper into the mattress. A few more gentle flicks and 
she began to push herself into my mouth. My finger pushed just inside the ring of muscle and waited there 
for a moment, wanting her to push against that also. Urge herself into it, invite me to go further. And she did, 
with a groan that sounded mildly frustrated. My tongue continued to tease and taste her while | slid my finger 
in and out of her. 

"Dave." and the hands in my hair tightened their grip. 

"Mm hmm?" | mumbled against her. 

"Want you." 

"Which part of me, exactly?" 

"Every fucking part." 

| laughed softly as | withdrew from her. She immediately sat right up and, using one hand wrapped around my 
dick, pulled me into her mouth. Completely unnecessary, however. | was already hard for her and ready to go. 
But, of course, | stood there and watched her give me head. 

Oh, like you wouldn't? 

Those full lips and wet tongue certainly knew what they were doing. My head tilted back and a long growl 
passed my lips. All too soon, though, she stopped | watched with hazy eyes as she rolled onto her stomach and 


reached for her bedside table. In the drawer, she drew a condom. Once she rolled it onto me, she yanked me 


onto the bed. 


‘On your back." 


Gladly! Once | was laid back against the pillow, she straddled me and held my dick in her hand as she lowered 
herself onto it. So wet, so tight was she that | gritted my teeth and groaned with every inch of me that 


disappeared inside of her. 

"Fuck, | don't remember you being this little." She smirked. 

"Fuck you, I'm not little. | see you flinching up there. Can't take it?" 
"Shut up and don't move." 


She rode me, fucking herself with my dick. She rose herself up and slammed back down, using her hands 
against my chest to brace herself. It was hard and fast and she eventually stopped trying to focus on me and 
just threw herself back with abandon, squeals and moans tumbling from her mouth. After a while, she changed 
her tempo and leaned down, over my chest, meeting my mouth in a kiss. She continued to thrust herself 
against me but slower now, with longer strokes. Her moaning intensified and | could feel the wet, velvety walls 
tighten around me. She was growing closer to her orgasm. Her speed increased as she buried her face in my 
neck, teeth latching onto skin. | shrieked in pain and ended up taking two handfuls of her hair as she rocked 
against me. One, two, three more deep, long strokes and she clenched, screaming against the teeth that were 


gnawing on my neck. 


As she came down off her pleasure peak, she lifted herself off of me and immediately slid down my body. She 
pulled the condom off and replaced it with her mouth. 


"Sweet fuck!" | groaned and lifted my hips off the bed. With two hands, | held her head down as | came into her 


mouth. 
Laying side by side and panting, | slapped her thigh. "Worth the wait?" 
"HII do." 


"Asshole." 
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Alicia and | spent the next couple weeks driving. The first time, | took her to an empty parking lot and we 


traded places in the car. She was so nervous, she was shaking and looked at me with wide, frightened eyes. 
"We don't have to do this, you know. We can wait until you're ready." 

"No, it's not the driving. Dave, your car..” 

‘Its a car, Al. Big deal. Come on. Fix the seat and let's go. You're not one to be scared so stop." 


"Sure, Dave. Just a car." She rolled her eyes as she fished her hand along the side of the seat. "I can't fix the 


seat! | don't know how tol" 
| laughed at her and reached across her lap and found the button that made the seat slide up. "Better?" 


She merely gave me a glare as she pressed the button for the ignition. "I don't trust a car that doesn't a key 
and you won't let me drive the car | want to buy. How is this safer? No fucking key!" 


"Jesus, Alicia. Complain much? | didn't take you for a complainer.’ 

"You found my flaw, | guess. | babble when l'm nervous." 

"Babble. That's one word for it" 

Okay, the first day was a test for us both. Alicia learned to relax. | learned that my nonchalance could be 
irritating. By the time she felt ready to take her road test, she was driving the car down the 405 with one 


hand on the wheel, the other hand changing the radio station or sometimes groping me. 


"So if | decided | wanted a car like this instead, how much am | spending?" She asked after she pulled the car 


into my garage. 

"Too much." 

"| knew it" 

‘| merely meant too much for you. Chump change for me." 
She gave me a backhanded slap against my chest. 


The following day, Alicia thought | was working but | took Taylor with me up to Bakersfield. 


"What the hell is in Bakersfield, dude?" 
"Car for Al" 

"A car? There are plenty of cars in LA, why do we need to drive two hours away for a car?" 

"She already found the one she wants. It's up there at a classic dealer.” 

"A classic? What the hell does she want?" 

"You'll see" 

When T and | walked into the large, warehouse building, full of restored, antique cars, a middle-aged woman 
with light brown hair and bleach white highlights and peach colored lipstick approached us with a squeal. Taylor, 
ever the man whore, pulled off his aviators and gave her a wide smile. 

"Holy shit! Do you know how much | adore you?" She gushed over him. 


"No, how much?" 


| rolled my eyes and wandered over to the car that Alicia picked out, a black and gold 1119 Pontiac Trans Am. 


Taylor flirted with the woman whom | overheard tell him her name was Sandy. 

"Are you here to look at a car?" 

"My friend, Dave, is here to look at that car" 

"Ohh! We get a lot of people here just for that one. She's a beauty’ 

"SANDY!" A fat man with a red face waddled out of an office. 

"Sorry" Sandy scampered back to her desk and answered a ringing phone. 

"Hi, 'm Lou. Good to meet you, Dave. What can | do you for? This one?" 

"Maybe. Can we take it for a ride?" 

"Sure, absolutely. Let's get the doors open" 

Lou eased the car out into the lot and then | took over in the driver's seat. Lou managed to wedge himself into 
the passenger seat while Taylor rode bitch in the back Lou explained that the car was found in Arizona and his 


garage spent about five months on the restore. The engine and transmission were new, the paint was new and 


the vinyl on the seats. 


‘Lou, you didn't do anything with the radio or speakers?" 


"Nah, a lot of people like to do that stuff on their own anyway. Any money we would spend on those things 
would be wasted when people ripped it out and replaced it. So we don't bother." 


"Makes sense. D, | got a guy." Taylor piped up from the back seat: 

| bet you do. What about these t-tops, Lou?" 

"All the seals around them are new. They won't leak" 

"Uh huh. How fast you had her?" 

"My mechanic got her up to 125 on the five." 

"This car is for my girlfriend It's safe for her, right, Lou?" 

"Of course. Absolutely. She probably won't be driving it that fast 

Taylor snickered. "You haven't met his girlfriend” 

When we returned, | joined Lou in his office while Taylor sauntered over to Sandy's desk, hitched his ass up on 
the edge of it, and flirted with her. My best friend could just about charm the pants off of anyone. | should 
know, he's been trying to do it to me for years. 

"So Lou, let's talk money." 

"We want thirty for it” 


“Thirty. I've got twenty-three in cash." 


Lou blanched. | saw the red finally leave his pudgy face. But | didn't budge. | sat still, my ankle crossed over one 


knee, hands resting gently on my calf. He considered as he looked at me, then out his doorway at the car. 
"Because it's you, Dave." He finally said with a fake smile. Could he really be taking that much of a hit here? 


"Ah. Well, thank you so much! You just made a little girl from New York very happy!" Not going to lie, | got the 


‘because it's you' all the time. And sometimes | took advantage of it. Now was one of those times. 
"Let's just get started on the paperwork." 


Taylor bid Sandy goodbye and then hurried after me. "Can | drive it home? Please? Let me drive it back?" 


"Sure. And in exchange, you'll let me hide it in your garage." 

"As long as | can hide it in your garage after." He wagged his eyebrows and slapped my ass. 
At his house, Alison came outside with Annabelle in her arms and Shane trailing after her. 
"Taylor! You did not just buy that awful thing!" 


"No, we're hiding it for D. It's for Alicia 


| took Annabelle and covered her eyes with my hand. | watched Taylor take his wife in his arms and kiss her 
so deeply, | thought she might get pregnant. 


"Dude, Im standing right here" 

"Oh, sorry, honey. You want a kiss, too?" And he reached for me. 

"You two need to just bone already and get it over with." Alison said with a giggle. 
| turned away from them. "Your parents are twisted, kid" | told the baby. 


On the day Alicia arranged to take her road test, | gave him my key and arranged for Taylor to bring the car 


over to her house and put it in her garage. 


She passed and | made her drive us home. On the way into the house, | pulled her back and told her to check 


her garage. 
"What did you do?" She gave me a nasty glare. 


"Nothing. Just want to make sure there's enough room in there for a car. Are you still storing boxes and such 


in there?" 
"No, it's empty. Come on" 
"Well, let's just double check." Pulling her behind me, | opened the door to the garage from the hall entrance. 


"David! What did you do?" She screamed at me, shoved her hands against my chest and then gasped as she 
looked at the car. 


"How did that get there?" | dumbly asked. 


"You're a jerk! | wanted to get this myself! Why did you do this?" 


"| wanted to. | wanted you to have it" 
"| would have had it. | would have bought it myself." 
"I just wanted to do something special for you." 


“Special is a dozen roses, Dave. This is a car! | just don't want you to think I'm obligated to blow you or 


something.” 

"But you are." | replied with a grin 

She lowered her gaze and shook her head before abruptly shoving me against the fender of the car and 
digging her fingers into my hips. She kissed my mouth before sliding down my chest and lowering herself to 


squat at my feet. 


As | was buckling my belt, | told her that | had an appointment to keep at the studio and apologized a dozen 


times for having to leave. 

"IFs okay, just have me suck you off and leave. | get it, it's fine." 
‘lm sorry!" 

"I know, I'm just giving you a hard time. Hey, thanks for the car!" 


"Thanks for the blowjob." 
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Alicia spent the night at my house. And | didn't freak out about it. When | woke up, she was curled against my 
ribs instead of on the opposite side of the bed. | was mindful not to pat myself on the back, however. There 
was still a long way to go here. One sleepover did not a healthy relationship make. 

| pulled on my shorts and left her sleeping. Downstairs, | started coffee and went through my email. An invite 
to Revolver's Golden God awards to present the award for Best Drummer. Ha. Of course. How is a metal 
drummer going to feel getting an award from me? They could wash the deck with my ass. Whatever, I'm still 
going because metal. | started researching the nominees and the other awards when | heard footsteps on the 
stairs. 

"Morning!" | grinned. 

"Morning. What time is it?" 

"A little after nine. Sleep good?" 

"Yeah, except that knot in my back. | guess the Bandit isn't made for car sex, huh?" She smirked. 

"Next time you get the top, how's that?" 

"Next time." She scoffed and went directly to the coffee. 

"What? Brian May isn't lurking around here today?" 


"Nope. Sorry. | can give him a call if you want, though. Tell him you're hanging out in just my t-shirt again. By 
the way, | like that one so don't ruin it” 


"You like this one? You have like a thousand of these" 

"Yeah, but that one's special” 

"Dave, it's a plain black t-shirt. How the fuck can you tell?" 

"| don't know, | was teasing you" 

She rolled her eyes as she brought the mug to her lips 

"So | just got invited to the Golden Gods to present. Want to go with me?" 


"Seriously? Hell fucking yes!" And she hurried over to me and read the email over my shoulder. "Oh, that is so 


cool! When is it?" 

"Next month." 

"Awesome! | can't wait!" 

"Maybe we can roll up in the Bandit. Thats totally metal, right?" 

"Oh yeah!" And she stuck her tongue out and gave me devil horns. 

We had an appointment that day with Taylor's sound guy to have new speakers, a sub and amp and a new head 
installed in the car. | was ready to foot that bill also when Alicia glared at me and forced my wallet back into 
my pocket. After she paid the thousand dollar bill, | wondered what she had in mind to keep the money rolling 


in. She couldn't live on Conde Nast money forever. Could she? 


"Hey, Al? Um, tell me it's none of my business if you want but what do you plan on doing now that you sold 
the magazine?" 


"| don't know. | decided | wasn't going to worry about it for a bit. | just wanted to come out there, get settled, 
and see where life takes me." 


"How long can you do that?" 
"You mean how long will the money last?" 
| shrugged. "I guess." 


"Long enough. | don't know, | could do some freelance work, maybe. Or open that used record store like | 
mentioned." 


"Sadly, | think you'd lose more money on that than you'd make." 


"You're probably right" She gave a shrug. "Something will come up. Why? Are you worried you'll become my 
sugar daddy?" 


"Yep. l'm afraid you're going to suck me dry." 
"Well, my dear, if sucking you is what you're afraid of me doing, | never have to do it again" 


"Um, that's not what | meant." 


Alicia grinned at me, picked up her keys and said, "I'm going home. | know you have a date tonight with Taylor. 


Have a good time. Call me tomorrow." 


"Come here" | grabbed her arm and pulled her into my hug. "You sure you don't mind being alone tonight?" 
| won't be alone. | have a date with my boyfriend." 

"Oh yeah? Who?" 

‘Its a secret. My secret boyfriend. You have a secret boyfriend and so do |" 

| have a secret boyfriend?" 

"Yeah, T" 

"Ah. Well, he's not such a secret, really. Who's yours?" 

"| have two if l'm being honest" 

"Two? ?" 

"Yep. Ben and Jerry." 

Taylor and | liked to get together on occasion to blow off some steam. It was a little remarkable how often 
these get togethers resembled dates. We'd get dinner and then see a horror movie together because Alison 
hated horror movies. Sometimes we'd hit a bar afterward and play darts. Tonight, we hit the bar and sat in a 
booth, across from each other, and talked. His idea. 

"Things are good with Al?" 

"Yep. Going great. Couldn't be better." 


He stared at me for a moment. 


"What? l'm telling the truth. She stayed overnight the other day. We went to your guy and had the sound 
system installed in her car. | asked her to go with me to the Golden Gods thing. You get an email about that?" 


"No, why would 1?" 
"Well, you ARE a golden god" 
"Stop. You don't need to flatter me. If you want me, just say so." 


"They want me to present the award for best metal drummer." 


"Cool. | bet that'll be fun Al agreed to go?" 
"Yeah, man She was stoked about it" 

"Nice" 

"Thanks. 

"For what?" 

"You know. For everything” 

"If you were really thankful, you'd let me tap that 

"Fine, okay? Let's go back to my house, get naked and fuck There. Is that what you want?" 


"No. You don't mean it. | want you to mean it." He smirked and picked up his bottle of water. "Come on, take me 


home so | can have some sex with my wife." 


| hooked an arm around his neck as we walked out of the bar. "Can you just let me thank you for once without 


turning it into an opportunity to ask me for sex?" 
"Maybe one day." 

"I feel sorry for Alison" 

"Please, she never had it so good" 


Alicia drove over to my house to take a shower and dress for the Golden Gods. We decided to take her Trans 
Am and make total geeks of ourselves and then after, she'd spend the night here again. 


| was waiting for her in the kitchen when she came down the stairs. First, all | saw were shiny, patent leather 
boots up and over her knee with a ridiculously tall heel. Then | saw the short hem of her dress, a black, 
willowy see-through material over an opaque, heavier satin. It swished and swung freely as she descended the 
stairs. That same combination of see-through and satin continued up the dress to a straight line just above 
her chest. The top and shoulders of the dress were a very loose, large spun spiderweb. Her hair was piled on 
top of her head in a bun and her eye make-up was black and heavy. Her lips were blood red. She wore a heavy 


silver cuff on her right wrist. 
| immediately stood up straighter and stared at her. 


"Am | overdressed?" When she noticed my black jeans and black velvet jacket over an old Slayer t-shirt. 


"No. No. You look stunning. Those boots. Jesus.” 


She smiled. "You know this is the first time people are going to see us together. We're going to be all over the 


internet in about 4 or 5 hours. | hope | make a good impression" 
"Fuck that. You will make a great impression. You're beautiful." 
"Thank you." 


We rolled up in the Trans Am and, immediately, several camera flashes went off. Valet took the car and | 
joined my girlfriend on the red carpet. We waved and smiled but hurried our way inside. | was amazed at how 
many people remembered Alicia from doing interviews with her. | stood back and watched as she just 
blossomed. All my metal heroes hugged her and made small talk with her and asked her what she was up to 
these days. She explained about selling and moving out here and about meeting me. She gripped my hand tightly 
and would stop to listen to me chat with some of my friends. A bottle of beer was thrust into my free hand, 
one into Alicia's as well. She was just taking a sip when someone stepped out of the crowd toward us and 


caught her attention. She let go of my hand and gripped my hip instead, moving behind me. 


"Oh my Godl" 
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Her nails were digging into my skin. l'd never seen her agitated like this. 


When he approached me and shook my hand, | turned, about to introduce him to Alicia when she blurted out, 
"Oh, my gosh! | am so happy to meet you! l'm such a huge fanl" 


| gave her a quizzical look It wasn't like Alicia to become star struck, why was she acting like a dork? 


But she shook his hand rather enthusiastically when | introduced her as my girlfriend and even he walked away 
a little confused and creeped out. 


"What the hell was that for?" | asked her as we walked inside the auditorium, to our seats. 
"What?" 

"You totally creeped the guy out back there" 

“What? lm a big metal fan. All these guys tonight, | love it! 

"Never got the chance to see them or meet him before?" 


She paused for a moment and then sighed. "I acted like a creep in an effort to make sure he didn't remember 


me 
"So you have met" 

"Yeah, In 1999, in Portland! 

| opened my mouth to say okay when | remembered. "Wait! That was him?" 
"No, not him specifically. The drummer they had with them at the time 

"| see. Was he there?" 

"Yeah, he pulled the guy off of me’ 

"So why wouldn't you want him to remember you?" 

"Just because it's ancient history. | think they fired the guy a while after that" 


"Good! They should have." 


She waved her hand dismissively. "Their choice to make. So how do you know him?" 
"| know everybody." 
"| believe that" 


Alicia was quiet for the rest of the night. When | kissed her cheek before | headed backstage to prepare to 


present, she smiled briefly but the scowl returned to her face. 


| was beginning to realize that the whole ‘no big deal, ancient history’ thing was a facade. When | touched her 
leg in the car on the way home, she jumped. And then | heard her sniffle and saw her wipe at her eyes. 


"You can talk to you about it" 

"About what?" 

"Whatever's on your mind." 

"There's nothing on my mind. I'm fine." 

"You're not fine. | think seeing Dave tonight stirred up some bad memories." 


She pulled the elastic from her hair and let it fall around her shoulders. "You've been in fights before, | 
assume. Right?" 


"A handful here and there. Mostly because of Taylor and his mouth." 
She grinned. "| could see that. Ever been on the losing end?" 
| scoffed. "Every fucking time." 


"So you know what it's like to feel scared and helpless, that irrational fear that maybe the next punch will be 
the one to kill you." 


| gave a slight nod. 


“That's what it felt like. | was flat on my back. | remember thinking he was gonna try to rip my clothes off and 
rape me. But no, he just wanted to beat me beyond recognition. | tried to roll, to cover my face, but he pinned 
me down and just kept punching me. | had closed my eyes by then but, suddenly, | felt the weight of his body 
being lifted from mine. | opened my eyes in time to see Mustaine pulling him away and screaming at him. A 
second later, people were all over me, lifting me up, asking me a million and one times if | was okay. | think | fell 


forward into someone else and the next thing | knew, | was in a hospital bed with one working eye, a bottom lip 


the size of New Jersey and such a huge sense of sadness and depression And then a couple years later, they 
all disbanded and then that whole lawsuit they had. | felt like the incident with me was the beginning of the end. 
And | know that's sort of egocentric. | mean look at them, all the shit they've gone through, how was one little 
incident with me going to affect them? But I've always felt a certain sadness whenever | heard their name or 

any of their music.” 


She looked down at her hands in her lap and then out the window. "That's stupid, | know." 


‘Its not stupid It makes sense. What happened with you was just another blow to their stability. As if it 
wasn't shaky enough already. | certainly hope you don't feel any responsibility for it, though.” 


"| dont" 
| could tell she was lying. 


At the house, she climbed the stairs slowly in front of me. Christ, Grohl, you gotta do something here. The 


poor girl is dying, her armor disappearing more and more with each step she took. 


As soon as | lay down in bed, she immediately curled into me, resting her head against my shoulder and her 


open palm against my stomach. 

lm glad | sold." 

"So am |" 

"l'm too old for this shit. | loved doing it but | saw some fucked up shit in seventeen years." 

| thought about some of the things I'd seen over my career and realized Alicia was probably talking about the 
same things. Drugs, booze, girls. All being abused. I'd rationalized it in my head over the years by saying they 
wouldn't be there if that's not what they wanted. But Alicia was there. And that's not what she wanted, 

I'm sorry." Suddenly tumbled from my lips. 

She shifted to look up at me. "For what?" 

"Just for the shitty thing you went through, for seeing terrible things, for being jerked around by me." 

She laughed softly. "I don't need you to apologize. | wouldn't be here if | didn't want to be. | love you, Dave." 
"Do you?" 


"Afraid so" 


"Sucks for you." 

"Doesn't it, though?" 

| pulled her up on top of me and grinned as she looked down, into my eyes. "I love you, too." 
"| know." Her turn to grin. "I also know what I'm gonna do now." 

"What?" 


"Well, RIGHT now, I'm going to get you naked and do what comes naturally.’ 
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| sat on Alicia's couch, next to Taylor, as she paced in front of us, thinking out loud. | thought, at first, she 
was talking to us but when | tried to answer her, she didn't hear me. She was so engrossed in her thoughts, 


she probably forgot we were sitting there, waiting for her. 


"Al, baby, what are you doing? We gotta get going." Taylor reached out and smacked her arm as she made the 


millionth pace back in front of us. 

"Huh? Oh, just trying to piece this all together before | tell you about it" 

"Tell us about what?" 

"Can we talk in the car, we're gonna be late." | asked her. 

"We're going to the beach. | don't think it will be leaving us any time soon 

"Waves! Come on!" Taylor exclaimed as he jumped to his feet: 

Alicia spent the ride down to the beach on her phone. She'd pull up a webpage, read it, scowl at it and move on 
"What are you doing, besides killing me?" 


When | finally parked the car, she looked up at me. "Remember that conversation we had about me getting my 
ass handed to me by Jimmy Degrasso?" 


"Yeah." 


"Well, it got me thinking. | remember when | first told you about it, | said that the music industry, especially 
rock and metal, is a man's world. But | know a lot of women who live in that world. And | bet there are a lot of 
young women who want to be part of that world. So remember the silly notion about the used record store in 


the Village? What if there was a way to combine the two?" 

"The two what?" 

"Well, okay, it's not exactly combining the two. What | envisioned is a place where people, kids, could go to 
exchange music, whether it's a used record or CD or a place where they can share music that they wrote 
themselves. And then in the same place, they could feel safe and wanted and find like-minded people. l'm 


thinking counseling services and career advice, legal advice and such." 


"Like a community center based around music?" 


Essentially." 

"That sounds noble but it also sounds like a huge undertaking. Do you have the money to fund this?" 

"| don't know. I'll have to do more research." 

Shane and Annabelle and | were busy on sandcastle detail while Taylor took advantage of the last few waves of 
the morning. Alison and Alicia laid together on towels, their heads bent over Alicia's phone in her hand. | knew 
she was talking to Alison about her idea. Get another woman on board and this idea was as good as happening. 
And judging by how excited Alison looked, she was already on board. Oddly, watching the two of them talk to 
each other in hushed tones, stealing a smile here and there, a laugh between them, | couldn't help but fall a 
little deeper in love with the girl. She had a quiet, peaceful strength that | both envied and found attractive. 
Alison put Alicia in touch with an old colleague of hers from her days in real estate to help find a building 
suitable to her venture. Meanwhile, | flirted with the idea of asking for Tom's imput. My visits with him were 
still once every two weeks. We talked about music yet, about his family and his interests and, if time 
permitted, we talked about how things were going for me. | told him about Alicia being forced to talk about 
what happened to her because of her chance meeting at the Golden Gods. And how that blossomed into this 
idea of hers. 

"Is it going to be on a volunteer basis or does she expect to pay a staff?" 

"No clue." 

"It sounds like a decent idea. She might have trouble keeping the doors open though." 

‘| thought the same thing." 

"Too bad she doesn't know any rich benefactors." 


"Mm, too bad, indeed. She wouldn't want my help, anyway. 


"From what you've told me about her, she would never ask for it. But she might need it" Tom raised his 


eyebrows and gave me a short nod 

"| got you. So will you help?" 

"Yeah, I'd love to hear more about it. You will have to tell her you're still seeing me, though 
"Im okay with that! 


Alicia started a non-profit organization that she decided to call Jigsaw Youth after the Bikini Kill song. After 
that, she found a building to rent that had open retail floor space on the first floor and five tiny offices on 


the second. The next thing was the most fun 


She and | spent about two weeks scouring every other record store and vintage shop, collecting. It didn't 
matter if it was vinyl, cassette or CD, if it was used, we bought it. Taylor and Alison were on board, as well, 
and Taylor suggested a space for selling used instruments that kids could afford. Alicia's eyes lit up and she 


threw her arms around him. 

"That is a great ideal Thank you!" 

This was a labor of love for Alicia and | could see the passion for it in her face, in her hands as she lovingly 
cleaned up some of the vinyl covers and CDs. | could hear the excitement in her voice whenever she talked 


about it. And it inspired me. 


| pulled T aside and asked, "How do you feel about another show?" 
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We needed a break from working on the music center. | rolled up to Alicia's on the bike and walked in to find 


her bent over her dining room table, furiously scribbling. 
"Hey. No more work tonight. Come on" 

"Where?" 

"Let's just go for a ride. Grab a beer." 

She saw the helmet in my hand. "On the bike?" 

"Yeah. Come on" 

"Okay, but l'm not changing my clothes so don't wreck." 


She was wearing ripped jean shorts, a TRKY shirt she must have stolen from me and a pair of Cons. "It's 


perfect, | shall do my best." 

| loved the feeling of her arms around me, | swore | could feel her nipples hard against my back. | reached 
down for one of her hands and brought it to my mouth. Then lowered it to my crotch. She rubbed me gently 
through my jeans. Sadly, however, we reached my destination. | parked outside the venue and helped her climb 
off the bike. She took her helmet off and ran her fingers through her hair. 

"David, come on! You said a beer!" 

| laughed as | followed her eyes to the billboard that announced Metallica's show. 

"| look like shit, Dave!" 

"You do not. You look great, come on!" 

| hate you right now" She grumbled. 

"Sorry" | gave her a big Davey smile. 

| pulled her past security, right through the doors, through throngs of people, right up to the barricade 
directly in front of the stage. | positioned Alicia in front of me and put my arms on either side of her, 
pressing my chest against her shoulders. It took her a moment or ten but eventually, she loosened up and was 


banging her head right along with me. By the time they hit ‘Fuel, she was totally immersed in the music. | 


watched her thrash and dance and scream and you know what happened? Yep, | fell a little more in love with 


her. 


At the end of the show, Lars approached the edge of the stage and was about to throw one of his sticks at 
Alicia when he noticed me and laughed. He pointed to the edge of the stage and | nodded. 


"Wait, but | wanted the stick!" Alicia pouted. 

"lIl get you a stick. Come on" 

| pulled Alicia, by the hand, through the crowd. Lots of men clapped me on the back or shoulder, women tried 
to grab my arms. | heard a lot of "hey, dude!" and "I love youl" | learned a long time ago to keep a smile 
plastered on my face and to keep moving. But Alicia's hand was torn from mine. 

"Dave!" She called my name. 

| turned in time to see Al being shoved aside by a large, redheaded woman. Alicia grabbed the woman's arm 
and shoved her back. | pushed my way through a couple guys and reached for her arm. | pulled her out of the 
crowd and up to the gate. 

Lars was waiting for us and told the eight foot tall, six hundred pound security guard that it was okay to let 
us pass. Before | could even greet him, Alicia had her arms around his neck. | watched him stiffen for a 
moment and then the little Dane wrapped his arms around my girlfriend and wink at me over her shoulder. 


"You..don't...remember me, do you? Well, this is awkward" She mumbled as she stepped back. 


"This is Alicia. You probably did an interview with her at some point. But knowing what a dog you are, | would 
think you'd remember her. You probably hit on her. Did he hit on you?" | asked her. 


"Hit on me? He would call me up every time he was in New York. Lars, we fucked like a hundred times." 

"Come on, now you're just shitting me.” 

Alicia stared at him and finally started giggling. 

| introduced her properly and she did explain that they'd met a couple times and he still didnt remember. 
"Come back, come back. It's all soda pop and brooding kids now but we can probably find you a beer or two." He 
led us down the corridor. "Dude, why do you let her say things like that? One of these times she isn't going to 
be lying.” 


"| liked watching your face turn white and start to panic. So there is a girl in New York you used to call up, 
huh?" 


"Nah. Not just one." He admitted and laughed. 

We stayed for one beer and bid the guys good night. And as we started to leave, Alicia turned back. 
"Hey, you were going to give me your stick until you saw this one here. Do me one better?" 

"Please say ‘give me your stick’ again?" He giggled. 


Alicia shook her head. "Help us open the new community center we're starting. | have a non-profit and we'd 


love it if you helped" 

"Girl. You come back here, blatantly flirt with me in front of your boyfriend -" 

| have a thing for drummers." She smiled. She was working his weakness for beautiful women like a pro. 
"What are you doing with this slag, then?" He gave me a look. 

"He won't stop following me." 

"And now you ask for my help?" 

She merely nodded. 

"Fine." He rolled his eyes. 


"Give me your number because | know if | give you mine, I'll never hear from you again. New York all over 


again" 
He let out a laugh. "Damn, you're good" 


We walked out to my bike and all | could think was that my girlfriend just scored Lars Ulrich's phone number 
right in front of me. 


On the bike, in the dark, her hands slipped under my shirt and gently rubbed my stomach. her breath warmed 


my neck | almost drove off the road when her fingers unbuckled my belt: 

"Al, | am going to fuck you so hard when we get home" | turned my head and quickly yelled to her. 
"That was the plan" She purred against my ear. 

With a smile, | thought, ‘Thats my girl: 


In the morning, | awoke with her arm across my stomach and her head on my shoulder. Sliding out from 


beneath her, | stood up and my back ached, my thighs were sore. | had nice scratches on my shoulders and 
upper arms. It was rough, intense and pretty fucking sleazy. 


After a shower, | threw on yesterday's jeans and a new t-shirt and then went to wake her. | slid a thumb 
down her cheek. She was beautiful and sweet and smart as a whip. And she loved me like nobody has ever 
loved me before. | leaned over her and kissed her temple and then her cheek and then her lips. Slowly, she 
came to life. 

"Good morning.” 

"Urgh, morning." Alicia stretched and yawned. "Shit" 

"Painful, that love thing, huh?" 

"Totally worth it” She replied with a grin. 

| was taken aback. She always hit me with something unexpected. It was usually when | expected her to thrash 
me for something. Like Brian May catching her half naked or dragging her to a Metallica show without telling 
her or causing her bodily harm by fucking her too hard. 


"Have | mentioned lately how much | love you?" | asked her with a big Davey grin 


"You're a cheeseball. And, unfortunately for me, | love cheeseballs." Alicia smiled before she skipped off to the 


bathroom for a shower. 
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The code enforcement's final inspection had Alicia nervous as shit. She flew around her house, picking up her 
keys, puting them down, trying to find her phone, trying to figure out what to wear to impress the inspector. 
She changed her clothes four times before settling on a dark green skirt and jacket and a pair of black pumps. 
"You look intimidating." | told her. "Like a mean lawyer or something.’ 

"Good. Maybe I'll scare the guy into passing us." 

"Calm down. The place looks fine. It's going to pass. You're nervous for no reason" 

"Are you sure you can't come with me?" 

"I wish | could. | have a meeting of my own at 10:00. | can meet you there as soon as it's over, though." 

"Okay. I'm going to be late!" She kissed me quickly and ran out the door. 

Two minutes later, she was back. 

"Keys." | grinned and handed them to her. 

She rolled her eyes and kissed me again. 

Around II:30, | pulled up and saw her car out front, along another couple | didn't recognize. 

| did recognize, however, Alicia's laughter and someone playing a set of drums, as soon as | walked through the 
doors. | found her leaning over a counter. Her jacket was off and her shirt sleeves were rolled up. Her ass in 
that skirt was making me drool and her legs looked eight miles long, thanks to those shoes. When | reached the 
counter and stood beside her, | finally realized she was laughing at Lars, sitting behind that tiny, used kit: 

"Hey! There's the slag! What's up, Dave?" 

"Hey, youl" Alicia grinned and threw her arms around my neck. 

"Did we pass?" 

"We sure did! With a little help." 


"Help?" | gave her a quizzical look. 


“Turns out the inspector's kid is a big Metallica fan. Lars signed one of his old snares that he brought and | let 


the guy have it" 

"Liar. Tell him the truth." Lars flashed her a mischievous grin. 

"Okay, | let him have it for a small fee." 

"Wait. You made the coding inspector PAY for a drum?" 

"Yep. We made our first hundred bucks!" She looked so fucking pleased as she smiled at Lars. 

A little voice | hadn't heard in quite some time piped up in my ear. "What the fuck is this shit? She banging him?" 


Lars stood and reached for his jacket. "I gotta take off. Call me when you're ready to open, okay? I'd love to 


come back again." 


Alicia wasted no time throwing herself at the little shit and hugging him tightly. | watched the creep's hands 
slid up her back as he kissed her cheek. 


"See ya later, Dave." He smiled warmly at me and clapped my shoulder. 

After he left, she was still starry-eyed. "I can't believe he came down | just called him to ask if he had any 

used equipment he thought we could sell. He brought a bunch of stuff himself and said the rest of the band 
was cleaning out their closets, too.” 

"Yeah, he's a real humanitarian" | said and rolled my eyes. 

"What's the matter?" 

"| know that guy, Al. Just..." 

"Just what, Dave?" 

"Nothing. Never mind" 

"Something on your mind?" 

"No, l'm just being irrational. Just a little jealous, that's all.” 

"You're right. That is irrational. For starters, he's practically married. Wait, no. Not for starters. That's about 
the last reason why | would not even entertain that idea. For starters, | am with you. That's all the reason | 


need. But it sure would be cool if you trusted me because he's not the last man | will be working with in this 


endeavor. Believe that." 


| would have believed that but the same, unfamiliar car was back four days later. 

Inside, | found Lars by himself, looking through some of the old vinyl. 

"Hey!" He greeted me with a smile. 

"Where's Alicia?" 

"I think she went to check on the furniture being moved in upstairs." 

"Good" | slid up in front of him and grabbed a handful of his shirt. "Listen, you fucker, | don't know who the 
hell you think you are but | swear to God, let me find out you been sniffing around my girlfriend for anything 
other than the chance to be a caring philanthropist and | will fuck your world up." 

He merely stared at me with a grin on his face. 

"Lars?" | heard a woman's voice behind me and it was definitely not Alicia 


‘Its okay. Dave, you remember my girlfriend, Connie?" He was still grinning, still letting me grip his shirt: 


Very slowly, my hand unfolded and let him go. My shoulders slumped and my head fell forward. | whispered, 
"lm a fucking idiot, dude." 


"Yep, you are." He laughed and slapped my chest. 
‘lm really sorry." 


"No worries. Don't blame you. Been there before, myself” He said as he reached for his girlfriend. "Remember 


Dave Grohl?" He asked her. 

| shook her hand. "Hello, Connie. Nice to see you again" 

"Dave, this place is great. It's going to do so much good. Alicia is lovely, really. 

"Thank you" 

| suddenly had to get out of there. | couldn't let Alicia see me, she'd read it all over my face that | just pulled 
the biggest asshole move ever. She told me to trust her and | just completely went behind her back and 


threatened Lars when nothing was going on and | created it all in my head. 


"Hey, can you tell Al that | just remembered something | gotta do? |, uh, | need to go." 


There were a myriad of things | could do. Only one thing | should do, however. | should stay and get over 
myself. Instead, though, | decided that getting drunk was a really great idea 
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| left Lars and his girlfriend standing, gaping at me, as | rushed from the building and jumped back on my 
motorcycle. Stopping off at a liquor store, | bought two of the largest bottles of Crown Royal that were 
available. Then | drove over to 606. Nobody else was around and | decided this would be a great place to get 
drunk and beat myself up. 


When | walked in, the smell of the place immediately made me think of Taylor. And then | became angry at 
Taylor. Why? Beats me. Maybe because he pushed me into this. He pushed me into a relationship | wasn't 
ready for, one that | didn't want in the first place. And | guess, if | was being honest, | missed him. Me, him 
and Alison made a great trio and now | have to do stuff with Alicia. 


| continued to take long drinks of the Crown as | walked through the studio, stopping in each open doorway to 
survey the room. Every place | looked, | saw reminders of life before Alicia When | reached the kitchen, my 
anger had gotten the better of me and flipping the dinette table over, scattering the things that lay on top of 
it, was a really good idea. And it felt good. So | did it some more. In the large practice room, | zeroed in on his 
kit. | picked up a mic stand and jammed it straight into the kick drum, then | knocked down more stands, 
cymbals clattered loudly, | kicked over chairs, sent papers flying around the room. | continued to drink as | 


continued to destroy. 


And then | saw my own blue Gibson sitting defenseless in it's stand. | was wobbling already from the whiskey 
and from the rampage | just went on, destroying everything in my path. 


"You should go ahead and destroy that, too." A voice whispered in my ear. 

Setting the bottle down on an stack, | moved to reach for the guitar. The bottle teetered and fell to the floor, 

glass shattering, whiskey spilling out. | paid it no regard. | had the victim in my grasp. With one, big, loud howl, | 
clutched the guitar by its neck and raised it over my head. | brought it down, against the floor, and smashed it 


to pieces. 


When | was sufficiently satisfied that it was no longer recognizable as a guitar, | slumped down against the wall 


in the corner of the room and fixed my eyes on the blue shards. 
"Thats a boy. Looks lke we're back in business!" 
"Cheers." | muttered, twisting the cap open on bottle number two. 


Footsteps. | heard the light click of shoes on the floor. 


"Oh, God! No!" A voice echoed in the room and | felt a small, warm hand rake through my hair. "Why would you 
do this?" 


"Go away. Go, now!" | grumbled, trying to push this person away. 
"No, Dave. Look at me." Alicia. Awesome. 

"Go away, Al.” 

"Please look at me!" She pleaded. 

"Gol" | screamed at her. 

Then | felt an open palm land harshly against my face. 


"Fucking look at me!" She continued to speak angrily at me. | had no idea what she was saying. | caught what 


sounded like, ‘easy way out! 


"Does this look like the easy way out to you?" | barked at her. "Oh, fuck it" | sighed. "Fuck you, Alicia Just get 
out. Go back and fuck Lars, | know you want to." 


She punched me then. Right in my mouth. And kept hitting me. | tried to put my hands up to protect myself 


but | fell over onto my side. | think | heard her scream, "I hate youl" 
"Good, "| mumbled. "Its about time. Now get the fuck out of here" 

And thats when | noticed Taylor standing behind Alicia The expression on his face broke my heart 
"Get her outta here, Tay, please 


| watched him argue with her, his arm around her waist. He loved her, too, | realized. He cared about her, too. 


Jesus, did he want to fuck her, also? 

When he turned to me, he squated down in front of me and merely stared. 
"Drink?" | offered him the bottle. 

He shook his head. "What's wrong with you, man?" 

"| think everything, actually." 

"You're a fucking idiot." 

"Tay, please don't say that. Not from you. | love you, man" 


"| love you, too, but you're acting like a total jackass. Why are you driving her away this time?" 


"She's fucking Lars." | muttered, trying to sound convincing. 
"She is not. Come on. Why are you really driving her away?" He moved to sit next to me, against the wall 


After a couple minutes of silence, because my head was swimming through a haze of whiskey, he spoke up 


again 

"You wrecked my drums" 

"| know. Sorry. | was pissed" 
"At me?" 

"Yeah" 

"Why me? What did | do?" 
"You pushed me too hard" 
"Pushed you, how?" 

‘Into falling in love with her” 


"Buddy, you were in love with her the second you saw her. | just told you to stop being an asshole and give it 
a chance." He reached for my hand and held it in his. 


It felt safe. Taylor felt safe. When | had learned to push everybody in my life out, he was the only one that | 
let remain. Why couldn't | allow myself to feel this way with Alicia? 


With a stretch and a yawn, | leaned over and rested my head against Taylor's shoulder. 
"Listen, you gotta figure this shit out, D. She's not gonna hang around forever. So you got suspicious that 
maybe there was something going on between her and Lars. First of all, that's fucking crazy, okay? And second 


of all, handle your shit better. Talk to her, tell her you feel insecure instead of immediately accusing her of 


fucking someone else. Jesus. You basically told me to fuck her, remember?" 
"Different." 
"How?" 


"| trust you." 


"Trust her, D. That's the point." 

"I haven't known her as long as you." 

"Buddy, you're gonna live a lonely life if I'm the only person you'll ever trust.” 

"Marry me, then. Leave Alison and be with me." | slurred and smirked. 

‘Oh, now you tell me." He laughed gently. Taylor gave me a quick peck on the forehead and then said, "You're 
not as fucked up as you think you are but you gotta either cut her loose or get your shit together. You can't 
keep driving her away like this. Got it?" 

"Got it" 

"Good." 

Something jarred me awake. | felt the dead weight of an arm across my chest. | put my hand over the hand 
that lay there limply, thinking it was Alicia My head weighed a thousand pounds. | groaned as | tried to lift it. 
When my eyes finally decided to focus, | realized Alicia was sitting in a chair opposite me, watching. Then whose 


arm was this? 


| glanced next to me and it was Taylor. "What the fuck?" My lips felt like they took up my entire face. "What 
the hell happened?" 


"You got wasted and trashed your own studio because you're a fucking pussy!" Al shouted. 
Taylor stirred beside me and groaned. "Hey, quit yelling." 


"| drove your truck home and left your ass here, Taylor. You never came out!" She yelled at him and kicked his 


leg. 
| turned and saw the broken pieces of my guitar. "Aw, fuck | did this?" 

She nodded. "Broke up with me, too. At least | think you did. Kept telling me to get the fuck out" 
"Ugh. * | groaned, raising a hand to my face. “tm a fucking asshole. I'm so sorry” 

She merely stared at me. "What the hell is going on with you?" 


Taylor rolled over and slid his hand away from me. He stood up and said he was going to go home. "Alison's 


gonna kill me. You two okay?" 


"No. We're not okay. Taylor, can you take me home?" 


"Uh. Sure, | guess." Taylor looked down at me. 
| could read his face, it said stop her, plead with her, talk to her. 


| shook my head. He shrugged. She stormed away. 
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Alison sat across from me, swirling the red wine in her glass, chewing her bottom lip. 
"So that's that? Isn't there anything he could do or say, Alicia?" 


"| don't think so. | tried so hard to be the one, you know? | know he tried, too. | don't hold any ill will. He came a 


long way in a few months. Just not far enough.” 

I'm really sorry, Al. | mean, you came all the way out here and now..?" 

"And now, nothing. | got this place, | got the center. | didn't just come out here because of Dave." 

"I know but your entire life was flipped upside down" 

"My choice." 

"And now you have no ground. No anchor." 

"| don't want an anchor, Alison. If that's what Dave was, and | don't think he was, then no, | don't want him." 
Alison watched the wine swirl and asked quietly, "Do you love him?" 

Now | watched my wine swirl. Do | love him? 

"Very much. When he would allow himself to crawl out of his head, he was everything | ever wanted. Funny, 
sweet, sexy, generous. But when he climbed back into his head, he became what | didn't want. Insecure, 
indecisive, accusatory, selfish." 

"Okay, so he's a work in progress. Aren't we all?" 

"Yes. But | still have the right to walk away if | want to." 

"But Alicia, how can you want to if you still love him?" Alison raised her voice, pleading with me now. 

"How can | stay if | love myself?" 


She slumped back against the chair. 


"Look, | appreciate what you're saying. | know how much Dave means to you and to Taylor. This just isn't the 
time for us." 


"So then you're saying there still might be a time for you?" 

"| don't know. If there is, it won't be soon" 

She nodded and threw back the rest of her glass. "Will you call me if you need anything?" 

"I definitely will. Maybe I'll need a drinking buddy again soon" 

"I'd like that.” 

| picked up the envelope on the table in front of me and held it out to her. "Have T give this to him?" 

"Sure. Is it a letter?" 

"No. It's a check. For the car." 

"Oh, Alicia This will break his heart. He doesn't need this." 

"| don't care. | need to give it to him. He can rip it up for all | care, but | need to know | paid him back" 

She sighed but took the envelope from my hand and folded it, shoving it into her bag. We talked some more. 
She asked about the center and | showed her some of the plans | had written up on my laptop. We went to the 
garage so | could show her a few more boxes of records and CDs | had scraped up. As | flipped through the 
CDs, | came across In Utero and pulled it out and held it in my lap, softly caressing the cover with my thumb. 
"Is a shame, right?" | mumbled. 


"It is a shame because you're fucking perfect together" 


"No, | meant it's a shame that the few people he's lost in his life had the power to fuck him up like that. I've 
lost people in my life but | don't have a problem letting new people get inside." 


"Everybody has their own set of demons, Al. |, myself, have a little problem with affection. Look at me and 
Taylor, we relate to each other like a couple of dudes or something. | love him more than he'll ever know and 
how do | tell him? I'll let him have the last slice of pizza or laugh at his stupid jokes. But he gets it. | think. We 
tell the kids we love them more than we tell each other. But not a day goes by when | don't know that he 
loves me. Relationships that defy convention are the ones that work the best. Don't you think?" 


lm fine with defying convention. I'm not fine with the way he runs so hot and cold. I'm not fine with the 
extreme reactions to any small hurdles. | mean, | spend an afternoon with another guy and he flipped shit, 


Alison. Really flipped shit. I'm not going through that again." 


"Did you ever stop to think maybe he flipped shit for a reason? I've met Lars a couple times. Sure, he's cute 


and charming but he's kind of a dog, Alicia. Taylor's told me some stories." 


"| don't care if he's a dog or not. The point is l'm an adult. | can handle myself and make my own decisions. He 
was nothing but kind to me and extremely generous to the center. He never said or did anything inappropriate. 


He even brought Connie with him that day. But Dave still went berserk. He'll never give me the trust | require." 


Back inside the house, | poured Al another glass and topped my own off. She decided to take another tact and 
started telling me funny stories about Dave and Taylor and some of the more boneheaded things they've done 
over the years. | let her go on and on about the first couple times Dave changed the kids' diapers and how 
he'd put them on backwards or they'd fall off as soon as Dave picked the kid up. Once Shane peed on Dave and 
got some up his nose. Dutifully, | laughed but it was beginning to make me miss laughing with him. Probably 
the exact effect Alison wanted. 


When Taylor came to pick her up, Alison made a show of giving him the check | gave her for the car. Taylor 
tried to give it back to me, also. 


"T, please just stop. | need to know | made things square. | need to know | don't owe him a fucking thing.” 
The corners of his mouth turned down and he gave me his big, puppy dog eyes. 
"You can look at me like that all you want. It's not going to change anything." 


The thing is, though, it was starting to get to me. He looked about as miserable as | should look. And would look 
as soon as the two of them walked out the door. 


| broke down at night, in the house all myself. | hugged a pillow to my chest and cried. Over losing Dave, over 
the stress of finishing up the center by myself, over missing my family. 


Another meeting with the city was scheduled for their inspectors and councilmen to come in and have a look 
around and hear what we intended for the space. Because we wanted to work with children, of course they had 


to come and make sure everything was on the level. 


| had my lawyer with me as we toured the building before finally settling around one of the larger tables in 
the offices upstairs. | was sweating underneath my blouse and jacket, wishing Dave was there with me. He'd 
know how to charm these people and get them eating out of his hand. | was left stammering and letting Steve 


answer more questions than | could. 


After they left, | finally was able to take my jacket off and roll up my sleeves. | wandered the building, looking 
at all the work we'd done. All the painting and the furniture and all the music we'd amassed. All the 
instruments and equipment that Metallica had donated. Leaning against the counter, | stared at the little drum 
kit that sat untouched since the last time Lars was here. 


| heard the door swing open behind me. 


"What did you forget, Ste-" | swung around, laughing at Steve. Probably left his phone upstairs or something. 
Only it wasn't him. 


"What are you doing here?" | blurted out, my mouth fell open and | felt my entire body tense. 
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He jammed his fists into the pockets on his jacket and gave me a shy grin before he took a step inside. 

"You mentioned another visit from inspectors today. | just wondered how it went." 

"It went fine. | guess." My body turned back to the counter. "I don't know. Maybe it didn't go that well. 

| could feel him getting closer to me. He was soundless but | could feel the vibrations of every step he took 
And each one stripped a bit of my armor away. Coincidence? Good timing? Whatever you want to call it, | was 
glad to see his face at that moment. Even if it wasn't the face | really wanted to see and even if | couldn't 


fight back the tears anymore. 


"What's the matter? Did it go that bad?" | heard him ask from right next to me in that soft voice with just a 


hint of an accent, even after all these years. 


"You shouldn't be here." | muttered as | let my hair fall across my face, shielding me from those large, 


inquisitive, green eyes of his. 

“Alicia, whats going on?" 

"You have to leave. Please." 

"Okay, | will. Just tell me what's going on Maybe | can help." 


"Oh!" | snapped. "You can't help!" | turned and gave him a cold stare. "That's how all of this happened in the 
first place!" | sniffled and wiped at my eyes with shaking fingers. 


"What happened?" He asked as he laid a hand on my forearm. 
| glanced down at it. He stroked his thumb back and forth in a slow, soothing pattern 

"Dave thinks that you and me..that we were together." said |, without raising my eyes from his hand 
"| know" was all he said 

My eyes lifted now, to look at his face. "What do you mean?" 

"He, uh, he made it clear that he thought | was only here for one thing” 


"He said something to you?" 


"Yeah, a few days ago, last time | was here. And then he just took off" 

| studied his face. Was he being honest with me? Did Dave threaten him? | could feel my own face flushing 
"What did he say?" 

"Just said that he'd fuck my world if | was only here to hit on you" 


| was boiling inside. | jerked my arm away from him and stomped around the counter. | began pacing back and 


forth. 


"That fucking asshole! Its one thing to accuse me. It's a douchebag thing to do but fine. But then to threaten 
you? When all you've done is come down here on your own free time and be so generous! | should have known 


this wouldn't work. | should have known!" 


| was blind with rage. Mad at him, mad at myself for not trusting my own instincts all that time ago in New 
York. When | stood in my parents’ kitchen and he spilled his guts, every cell in my brain told me to let him go, 
that this would be a hard road. And yet, my stupid heart propelled me out the door and into his arms. 


My hands reached for the first thing they could find and | picked up a snare drum from the shelf behind that 
kit and lifted it over my head. Just before | was about to bring it down and smash it, | felt Lars’ body against 
my back, his hands clutched my wrists. 


"Hey, hey. Easy, now. Isn't that a Foo Fighters song? ‘| Should Have Known?" He cooed in my ear with a gentle 


laugh that breezed through my hair. His warm breath against my neck made me shiver. 


He felt good. He felt safe and supportive and kind. He felt like exactly what | needed right then In one swift 
movement, | dropped the drum to the floor, where it spun on its rim for a moment before settling with a 


clatter. Turning to face Lars, | wound my arms around his neck and kissed his mouth. 


Initially, Lars froze and | could feel him try to pull back. But | wouldn't allow him. | kept a firm grip on his neck 
and wrestled his lips open with my tongue, forcing my way into his mouth. Slowly, | felt him unfold and wrap 
his arms around my waist. His mouth came to life against mine, tongue delving deep inside, fighting against 


mine. His lips were strong and his teeth grazed mine. 


He shuffled me back, against the wall, and took my arms from around his neck and pinned them to the wall 


while he moved his mouth to my neck and then down to my chest, between the open collar of my shirt. 
"Lars." | moaned his name. 


"Al" He sighed against my breast plate, his tongue lapping upwards. When he turned his face to look up at me, 


his pelvis crushed mine and he rubbed himself slowly against me. 


| watched the way his eyes lidded and his lips parted and | wanted him. Nothing else mattered. Not Dave, not 
my family at home, not the building in which we stood, not all the work I'd done to prepare it to house my 
dream. Nothing mattered but this man in front of me and the need | felt burning inside of me. 


| wiggled my hands free from his and slid them down between our bodies. As quickly as possible, | unbuckled 
his belt and unbuttoned his jeans and then shoved them down his thighs. Compact, tight, hard as marble thighs 
that my fingertips lingered upon. His hands pulled my skirt up onto my hips. In one deft and powerful 
movement, he gathered my panties in one hand and ripped them from my body. 


"Fuck!" | groaned as he hiked my legs up around his waist. 
"Tell me to stop." He mumbled before he kissed me again 
"No." | uttered. 


And, with one hand holding onto his cock and the other cupping my right breast, Lars thrust forward, into me. 
It was just inside of me, just a little, but enough to make me gasp. 


"More?" 
"Shit, yes." 


He guided my arms around his neck and used his hands on my hips to hold me as he pushed in deeper. He had 
me positioned just so that, with every stroke, the shaft of his cock rubbed against my clit. The deeper he 
thrust, the harder he rubbed me, the more frenzied | became. | buried my face in his neck and took a hard 


bite to squelch the screams that wanted to erupt. 
"Oh, fuck, Alicia! Stop biting me!" He howled. 


Something snapped in me and | became drunk on the power to hurt him. When he pulled out of me, before he 
could thrust back in, | pushed him back. He stumbled back a step and | was on him again, causing him to fall to 
the floor. Grasping two fistfuls of his jeans, | yanked them down around his ankles and then crawled up his 
body. | shoved at his jacket and shirt until he wriggled out of them. My tongue made quick work of his 
stomach and then | smirked as my eyes settled on his nipple ring. | took it in my teeth and gave it a quick, 
gentle tugHe groaned and his hands dove into my hair. 


"Alicia!" 
"Shut up, Lars." | grunted as | straddled him and buried his cock deep inside of me with one hard bounce. | 
ripped open my shirt, sending buttons flying all over. Lars' pushed my bra up, off my breasts and then took 


them both and squeezed them, flicking his thumbs over my hard, dark pink nipples. 


"Jesus Christ!" He dropped his hands and gripped my hips again as | fucked myself hard and fast with his dick. | 


held myself up using one hand against his chest and threw my head back. | rocked my hips back and forth and 
side to side until | found that spot again where his cock rubbed against my clit. And then | roughly rode him, 
fucking him, stroking my clit until | erupted with a thunderous, frightening scream. And my body told me | 
wasn't finished. | continued even harder, even faster then, hoping to bring on a second orgasm before Lars was 


finished. | did. And a third before it dawned on me that he didn't appear to be nearing his first yet. 


"What the fuck? You go all goddamn night or something? | asked, gazing down at him. Sweat began to dot my 


forehead and my hair was clinging to my damp neck. 
He merely flicked his eyebrows as he gripped me tighter and started thrusting his hips up off the floor. 


My thighs began to quiver and | was literally whimpering now as | felt a fourth coming on so very strong. It 
washed over me and | had to lift myself off of him as | shook and panted. Quite abruptly, | felt a warm, 


wetness spill out of me as Lars used a thumb to continue teasing my clit while | shuddered and twitched. 
"What the fuck?" | asked in a daze. 

"You came." was all he said. Then, "Now make me come." 

Too dazed to argue, | slid down and took him in my mouth, finishing him off with a blowjob. 


After he finally achieved his release and | swallowed it, he maneuvered me so that | was laying on my side. He 
curled his body around mine and held me close, stroking his fingers through my hair. A million thoughts 
tormented my foggy head but they were all quieted when Lars whispered sweetly in my ear. He was 
everything | needed him to be; supportive, kind, attentive, sensual, present. He was perfect, really. Except for 
one thing. 

Present. My mind wandered back to that word. He was there. Was that why | did it? Was | attracted to Lars? 
Did | want anything more than a really good fuck from him? Well, he was very sweet and he really liked being 


here at the center. 

‘Only because youre here." said a very cynical voice in my head. 

"Don't move. I'll be right back" 

He returned with a towel and gently dabbed at my face, mopping up the sweat and tears. After he was 
satisfied that my face was clean, he very softly and slowly slid the towel up one of my thighs. He gave me a 
smile and a nod that said, ‘You may want to take it from here: 

"Are you okay?" He asked gently, running a callused hand across my back. 


"Where the fuck did you learn how to do that?" 


He smiled that sweet smile of his once more and | swear | saw a pink flush on his cheeks. "What can | say? 


Drumming is the second best thing | do." 
"| guess. Holy fuck" 
"Come on, sit up. You're a mess." 


"In more ways than one.” | sadly grumbled. 


28 


"Well, Al When you fuck up, at least you give a hundred percent." 


| decided to shut the world off. | crawled into my bed, pulled the sheets over my head, and stayed there for a 
couple days. | turned my phone off, turned my computer off. Turned my brain off. 


Or tried to. Whenever | closed my eyes, | saw Lars. | felt him. | remembered him and the way | felt when | was 
with him. It was exciting, thrilling really. He was the perfect lover and the more time | spent thinking about 
him, the more | wanted to see him again. But that wasn't love. That was lust. 


‘So what? Youre entitled fo a litle lust." There was that voice again. 


| knew what | had to do, then After a long, hot shower, | found my laptop and bought a plane ticket back to 
New York. My heart yearned for Dave. Through all of the ups and downs, through all of the missteps, | never 
doubted for a moment that he cared about me. But my head told me | deserved better. | deserved ..what? 
Someone like Lars? Someone who was kind and attentive and gentle, who cheated on his girlfriend to sleep with 


me. Well, fuck. 


Turning my phone on, finally, to call my parents and tell them | was coming for a visit, | found nineteen text 
messages and three voice messages. None of them mattered except the text from Lars and the voice 


message from Dave. 
Lars: "Need to see you. Please let me. Need to know you're okay.” 


Dave: "| don't know if you'll even bother listening but | wanted to say I'm sorry. I'm sorry | lost you because | 


love you and | know that the fault here will forever be mine." 


To Lars: "Leaving for New York tomorrow. Come to my house tonight.” 
And | didn't reach out to Dave. 


It was after ten when he finally rang the doorbell. | swung the door open to reveal him standing there, looking 
really good. He wore a pair of tight, skinny jeans and a t-shirt that barely skimmed the top of the jeans. It 
looked like it'd been around a while and was a size or three too small to be his. | couldn't quite decide if | found 
it sexy as fuck or really sweet. That was Lars, wasn't it? The perfect, conflicting mixture of the two. Sexy and 
sweet. His head was tilted to the side, as usual, and he had a warm, empathetic smile on his lips. | wondered if 


he was reading my mind, playing up the sweet. 
"Why you going back to New York?! was the first thing out of his mouth. 


"Come in here. Can | get you something? A beer?" 


"Why you going back to New York?" He repeated as he followed me into the kitchen 
| continued to ignore him, pulling two bottles of Blue Moon from the fridge. 

When | reached for the bottle opener, he grasped my wrist. 

"Alicia, answer me." He softly said. 


"I just need some time away. The center is nearly complete and l'm stressed out from all the work. It's been a 


few months since I've seen my parents." 

His eyes searched mine. "How long will you be?" 

"| don't know. The ticket is open ended. As long as | need, | guess." 
"Need for what?" 

To forget about you. "Just to feel better again" 


| can make you feel better now" He whispered as he positioned me with my stomach against the kitchen 


counter. 


My body was screaming for it while my head was screaming against it. But his hands and his mouth felt so 
good. 


Lars stayed with me all night. He was patient as | lashed out against him and what we'd done again. He was 
tender when | cried. He was even understanding and kind when | talked about my confusion over Dave. He was 
naked, tangled in the sheets, sound asleep in my bed when | took my suitcase and crept out of the house to 
catch my plane. | had to admit it was really difficult leaving him. 


Over the course of the six hour flight, I'd convinced myself that | was falling for him. Maybe he'd leave Connie 
to be with me. Then | gave myself a smack. That's not me. I'm not a homewrecker. And | was back to despair 
because | did allow myself to admit that | felt something for him but would not allow myself to explore it, 
indulge it. 


When the plane landed at LaGuardia, my father was there to pick me up. | melted into his embrace and held 


onto him for as long as he would allow. 
"You okay? We're surprised you would come home so soon Aren't you busy out there? How's Dave?" 


"We're no longer together, Daddy." 


"Ah. Now | know why you are home." 


And he didn't bring it up again. He let me sit and brood as he drove us home. That was one thing | loved about 
my father. He had a great sense of knowing when to talk and when not to. 


After a long conversation with my mother and Abi, | told them | wanted to get some rest and closed myself 
up in my old bedroom. I'd left my phone off, even after the flight, so | wondered what was waiting for me this 
time. A text from Alison wondering if I'd fallen off the face of the earth. A text from Lars asking where in 
New York | was staying. 

"Hey, Alison." 

"Alicial Where have you been?" 


"Right now, I'm in New York. | just had to get away, you know?" 


"Al, Dave is fucking out of his mind Can you please just talk to him? Please? All he wants to do is apologize to 
you." 


"He did. | got his voice message." 

"Alicia, he wants to see you face to face." 

‘Its not necessary. Tell him all is forgiven but l'm just ready to move on" 

"Youre also a liar, Alicia." A new voice spoke up. 

‘She's not lying, she speaking from between her legs." Now | had voices arguing with each other. Awesome. 
"Are you really? Thats it, then? There's no chance?" Alison 

| don't think so." 

"Then it won't hurt to just see him once more and hear him out" And the line went dead. 


| sighed, dropping the phone in my lap. When it immediately started to ring again, | figured it was Alison calling 
back. 


"| said there's no chancel" 
"No chance for what, baby?" Lars. 


"Oh! | thought you were someone else." 


"Dave?" 
"No. Why are you calling me?" 
"You didn't answer me." 


"Lars, please. We can't do this. You're not available. You have someone. Someone you have a family with. Its not 


right." 

"Why don't you let me worry about that?" 

"Because l'm not that girl! You can't just walk in and fuck me whenever you want and walk out again!" 

"Well, first of all, you ARE that girl. You were that girl twice now. And second of all, what if | said | didn't want 
to walk out again? By the way, thanks for leaving me at your house. | woke up and you were gone and | was 


pissed. So | broke all your CDs." 


| didn't know which part of that | was supposed to address first. The insult, the proposition or the lie. Or was it 


all a lie? 
"You're right. | became that girl. But | don't need you pretending that you want to be with me to make me feel 
better about it. So | succumbed to you because you were nice to me at a difficult time. Shit happens. As for 


my CDs, leave a check on the table, we'll call it even" 


“Alicia, don't act like a fucking victim here. ‘Oh, poor little me got seduced! It doesn't suit you. You were just as 


present as | was. | think we have a good thing going but if you say no more, then no more." 


That's what | wanted, right? | wanted to not be a homewrecker. | wanted to not feel guilty over who | wanted 


to be with. But the thought of Lars being able to walk away so easily hurt me. 

"So that's it, then? Okay? Okay." He said with a determined edge in his voice, almost daring me. 
| let him hear my sigh. 

"Tell me that's it.” 

"Please." | mumbled. 


"Uh? What?" 


"Let me see you again" My voice was weak, unrecognizable. 


"lll think about it" 


| had waited until my parents were out of the house and | sat down quietly next to Abi. She looked at me with 


a faint smile and put her hand on my arm. 
"You never should have left that boy." She said in her quiet Spanish. 


"You don't know what happened out there, Abi. | tried so hard to make it work. | let him set the pace, | let him 
work through the things in his head and his heart. But he still found a way to push me out" 


"Out and into arms of another." 

My mouth fell open and my eyes were wide. "How did you know?" 

"Abi knows. And | heard you on your phone." She chuckled. 

"Abi! But yes, straight into the arms of the man he accused me of being with anyway." 
"Funny how we write the future that way, isn't it?" 

"I didn't mean for it to happen!" 

"We never do. Who do you love, Alicia?" 

‘Its not that simple!" 

‘Its always that simple. Who do you love?" 

"Me. | love me." 


"Then neither man is right for you. One man doesn't know how to give himself to you. One man cannot give 


himself To you." 
"But things can change...” 


"Things can. But can you?" 


29 - Penultimate 


That same evening, after Abi gave my hand a squeeze and my head a kiss, she slowly shuffled to her 


bedroom, climbed into bed and went, peacefully, to sleep. 


Abi didn't wake in the morning. My mother burst into my room, screaming in Spanish and | was jolted awake, 
confused and then shocked. Daddy had me keep her in my room while the paramedics took Abi out and to the 
hospital. 


It was a long, stressful few days afterward. During the day, | helped Daddy make arrangements and made sure 
my mother was eating and getting rest. At night is when | broke down, weeping quietly into my pillow, praying 
to God, to Abi, to anybody who would listen. | needed help sorting my life out. 

On the third night, | sat on the edge of the bed, phone in hand. 

Call him. You can call him. Explain what happened, he would want to know. He might even come and help. 

Instead, | called Alison. | told her what happened to Abi and she offered a sympathetic ear. She even offered to 


come out. | declined, though. As nice as it would have been to have a friend nearby, it wasn't what | really 


wanted. Or needed. 

"Hey, its me. Um, do you think maybe you could come to New York for a couple days?" 

"A couple days?" 

"My, um, my Abi passed away." 

In church, | sat in the front pew, next to my parents, and stared at the casket. She was gone. My best friend, 
my confidante, my grandmother who was so smart and compassionate and kind. She had always been the one | 
sought out with life's big dilemmas. The last thing she said to me was a question. Can | change? 

We filed out of the church, my mother and | arm in arm, behind my father and my uncles and cousins 
carrying Abi out. The car that was waiting to take us to the cemetery was running already. | didn't notice at 
first, wrapped up in my own thoughts as | was, but gently, clearly, a single guitar began playing on the radio 
and | recognized the song immediately. My eyes filled up with tears once more and | looked up. 

‘Abi, even in death, you guide me with a gentle hand. Thank you." 

There was a cold wind blowing at the cemetery. It was frigid, my mother and father and | huddled together 
when a black scarf tumbled past our feet. | watched it blow past and then looked up when | heard, "Fuck! Shit!" 


in that distinctive voice. 


He was crouched over, arms outstretched, chasing down his scarf. | let out a small giggle and my mother 
glared at me. 


"Alicial" She scolded me. 


He stood up in front of me and smiled sheepishly. "I'm sorry | missed the church service. The plane was 


delayed." 
"| don't care. You're here now." And | threw my arms around his neck. 
My uncle brought his scarf back and handed it to him. 


"Thank you." He said quietly before stepping back to stand behind me. He rubbed his hands up and down my 


arms. 
In the car, | clung to him. He gripped my hand in his and used his other hand to pet my hair. 
"| didn't expect you to call me” 

"| know" 

"Why did you?" 

"tt was the right thing to do” 

He nodded his head as if to say, ‘I see: 


"When | got in the car at the church, the radio was on. It was playing Landslide. The Fleetwood Mac song. Do 


you know it?" 

"Yog" 

"She says, ‘I've been afraid of changing cause | built my life around you- | realized my ‘you' is myself. 
He didn't reply but looked as though he was mulling things over. 

"Fitting, this." Said |. 

"Fitting?" 

"We're right back where we started. The back of a hired car." 


woun 


A little after nine o'clock, | was just taking one last look around the building. It was ready. | was ready. As | 


passed the rack of drums, one of Lars’ snares caught my eye. | smiled sadly and ran a finger over the rim. 
"I can sign that for you, if you want.” 


My body jumped about six feet in the air and | gasped. "I gotta learn to start locking the door." | said without 


turning around. 

‘lm sorry | didn't come out when you asked me to." 

When | dared turn, he was leaning against the counter, elbows resting on the glass, hands clasped together. His 
posture was casual, relaxed, his green eyes were sad even though his lips were smiling. | still found him so 
beautiful and alluring. 

"Lars-" 

"Shush. Don't worry, | didn't come down to nail you again. Unless you want... 

| shot him a dirty look and opened my mouth to yell at him. 

He held up a hand and laughed gently. "You are where you belong, Al. | know that. | wanted to tell you goodbye." 
"Goodbye?" 


"Well, yeah. You don't want me around, do you? After what | did to you." 


The sarcastic smirk was not lost on me. | smiled in return, repeating what he'd said to me. "I was just as 


present as you." 

"He's not going to keep threatening me, is he?" 

"He might" Dave appeared at the bottom of the staircase. 

The color drained from Lars' face at the sound of Dave's voice. He turned slowly to face him. 
"Hello, Lars." 

"Dave." 


"I have no beef with you. God knows | should, but | was the one who acted like a total dick. Hell, | practically 


threw her into your arms. And | know | don't have to worry about it happening again. 


‘Oh, yeah?" And there was sweet, sexy Lars again with the lascivious grin 
"Yes." | said very firmly. 

"Can't blame a guy for trying." He shrugged. "Can | at least get a hug?" 
"Oh, very well.” Dave crossed the room with his arms open wide. 

| shook my head. Just like a couple guys to hug it out. 

‘| can't believe you told him." Lars said to me. 

| shrugged. "Couldn't start a new chapter without closing the old one." 

He boldly pulled me into his arms. "You ever need anything." 

"You mean for the center, yeah?" 

"Of course." He smiled brightly and gave me a quick kiss. 

"Hey, we'll see you tomorrow, right?" Dave asked as Lars walked toward the door. 
"Wouldn't miss it for the world" He called back without turning. 


As we watched him walk out the door, | slipped my arms around Dave's waist and pressed my cheek to his 
chest. | felt Dave's arms wind around my shoulders, his chin on the top of my head. 


"So he was really terrible, huh?" 


"Really bad." | lied with a slight shake of my head. 


30 - The End 


As Alicia was just finishing making up her bed, | stood in the doorway. 

‘She had him in that bed" The devil whispered in my ear. 

With Tom's help, | learned that the voices, the devil and the angel, would always be with me. | could not rid 
myself of them completely because they were my conscience. For good and for bad, they were essentially my 
compass. Ignoring them would do no good. Listening to and reasoning with them was the only way for all three 


of us to live in peace. 


"She did have him in that bed and sure, it sucks. But we pushed her to do that so we have fo live with the 


consequences, okay?" | reasoned with the devil. 

"Hey, you gonna stand there all night or are you gonna help?" She turned and gave me a smile. 

"| don't know why you bothered to make the bed, we're only going to sleep in again now." 

"| like it to start out nice and neat" She explained as | was pulling her into a hug. 

Her arms went around my waist and squeezed as she looked up at me. "You're a great hugger.” 

‘One of my many special talents is hugging. It's an art, really." 

"So | see. You really okay staying here? You don't have to." 

Im really okay staying here. | learned that waking up without you kind of sucks." 

‘| learned that, too." She said and then used a hand on the back of my neck to pull me into a kiss. 

She sat on the bed, back propped up against the pillows, bare legs stretched out in front of her, with her 
computer in her lap. | stripped down to my shorts and sprawled out next to her with one arm holding my head 
up, my other hand sliding up and down her calf. 

"What are you doing? Do that in the morning." | whined. 

"Just a couple last minute things. | won't have time to do it in the morning. It will take ten minutes, | promise." 


"Then you're all mine?" | asked with a big, Davey grin. 


"lm already all yours." 


"Swear it?" 
"Swear it" Alicia replied and leaned down to kiss my forehead. 


She continued to stroke my hair with one hand and navigate her computer with the other. Without warning, 
the hand in my hair tightened. 


"Ah, ow. What are you doing?" 

"David!" She growled. 

"What?!" 

"What did you do?" 

"| don't know. What did | do?" 

She turned her computer toward me and pointed at the screen "What the fuck is this?" 
"Oh. You're just seeing that now?" 

"Yes, what is it?" 

"Its a donation" 


"A donation. For the same exact amount of money | paid you for the car in the name of ‘Bandit: Really fucking 


clever, David" 
"Can you not call me David? Makes it sound like you're mad at me" 

"Lam mad at you" 

"You are not" Said | with a grin | took her computer from her and set it on the floor. 
"| wasn't finished with that" | didn't pay attention to her mock protest 


| slid up on my knees and slid one over her thighs, straddling her. Then | lean into her and kissed her cheek, 


then her other cheek, and then her lips. 
"Shouldn't | be the one on top of you?" 


"Nope." | smirked before | took her hand and held it against my chest. "Do me." 


We wrestled around on the bed, laughing and pulling the remainder of each other's clothing off. She pushed me 
down onto my back and forced my knees apart. Alicia pushed them up to my chest and leaned over me, a 
devilish grin on her face. 

"Really want me to do you?" 

"Depends on what you have in mind" 


"Gonna drill you." 


And then | felt her fingers dance their way down toward my ass. | tried to wiggle away and grunted a 
strangled protest. 


"Alicia!" 
"Fine, maybe later." 


bet Lars let her do that to him." 


"Oh, stop. Even if he did, that doesnt mean she's gonna run right back there. But maybe | could be more 


adventurous." 
"Okay." | found myself saying. "But only if you give me head at the same time." 


She didn't say a word, only grinned as she slipped down and immediately wrapped her lips around my cock. She 


did it very slowly and very gently and, thankfully, very briefly. 
"What a trooper." She commented as she pushed my legs down flat on the bed. 


Alicia straddled me, with her back facing me, and used two hands on my thighs to steady herself as she 
bounced and grinded on top of me. Soon, she reached one hand back to my shoulder and leaned back. Her free 


hand slid down and groped my balls, giving them a good rub. 


She lifted herself off of me and leaned over, pressing her head and shoulders to the bed and presenting me 


with her ass. | was up immediately and onto one knee, entering her from behind. 
"Fuck, Alicia" Tossing my head back, | held onto her hip with one hand and slapped her ass with the other. 


Her eyes met mine as she watched over her shoulder. That same devilish grin still on her face. | loved the 
way her face changed and her mouth fell open when she became close to her peak. | noticed she had one hand 
tucked under her breasts, fingers rolling and pinching her nipple. Her other hand could not presently be located 
until | felt a fingertip against my balls every time | thrust into her. | realized she was using her other hand to 
tease herself. 


"Go deeper and push against me right here." She told me. ‘Right here’ was indicated with her fingers guiding my 
cock right up against her clit. 


| shifted to my other knee and gripped her hips a little tighter. | found the spot she wanted and felt her own 
hand continue to rub and tease. The hard and deep thrusts were quickly driving me to my own orgasm and | 
swear, when she began to whimper and tremble, | was sure | was going to come soon. Her whimpers grew 
louder and her face screwed up as if she was in pain. Alicia was now setting her own frenzied pace as she 
thrust herself upon me, moving and wiggling to stroke that spot over and over again. With a loud wail and a 
shudder, she achieved her release and | felt the soft, wet walls tighten against me and a wave of warm fluid 
wash over my cock, streaming out of her and splashing against my balls. It immediately triggered my own 
orgasm and | slid right out of her and released against her thigh. 

She collapsed on her stomach and gave a soft giggle. 

"What the hell was that?" 

"That was what we call a really great fuck" 


woun 


The boys and | were kept in one of the upstairs rooms. Alicia was downstairs with Lars, who brought Kirk with 


him, announcing the secret guest performers. l'm fairly certain everybody know the secret. 
Taylor was using my shoulder to steady himself as he stretched his legs. 
"Look at you, getting ready to play a three hour rock show or something? We're doing like five acoustic songs.’ 


‘Never hurts to stretch. Oh, remember you asked me if you'd ever be able to thank me without me turning it 
into a chance to ask for sex?" 


"OF course. Are we there yet?" 

"Nope." He grinned and pecked my cheek. "But | am pretty glad you finally got here. l'm proud of you." 
"Thanks." 

"Now, let's go sneak off for a quickie.” 

"There it is!" 


"Wouldn't want to let you down, buddy." 


"Of course not" 

"You okay with her still being friends with Lars?" 

"No, but | probably will be, eventually." 

"So she really said he was a bad lay?" 

"Tay, can we not?" 

“All right. Just, you know, | heard things." 

"| know! | heard the same things but can we just forget it?" 

"Forgotten. But you know, if you feel like you need practice.." 

"Tay!" 

As | assumed, people figured out who the secret performers were and the place was packed. There had to be 
at least three or four hundred people. After we played, we hung around and met people, signed things, took 
photos. Lars and Kirk did, too. People bought out all the Foo Fighters and Metallica records and merch, and then 
some. | could see Alicia was over the moon, until she realized she was going to have to go on a vinyl hunt 


agai n. 


| stood with my arm around her shoulders when Tom cautiously approached. | smiled and lifted my arm from 


Alicia to shake his hand. 
"IFs okay, Tom. Come here. Alicia, | want you to meet my friend, Tom. Tom, meet Alicia." 


"Very happy to finally meet you. Dave has told me a lot about you. This place is just wonderful. So glad you 
opened the place, | think it's going to do great things for people." 


"Nice to meet you, Tom. Thank you very much." 

"Alicia, Tom is a therapist. He was wondering if he might be able to help out around here." 
"That would be fantastic! Thank you so much!" 

"He's also a bit of an audiophile so make sure he buys a lot of records." 

"How do you know each other?" 


"Tom is my therapist, Al." 


‘Oh, well. You clearly deserve a medal, Tom." And she took him by the arm. "Has Dave showed you around?" 
"No. There's more?" 
She laughed. "Of course there's more!" 


People began clearing out until the guys and me and Al were left. Lars and Kirk said goodnight. Lars gave me a 
gentle punch to the chin and a wink before he hugged Alicia 


Taylor gave my arm a subtle squeeze. He had a stack of records under his arm as he left. And then Pat, 


Chris and Nate took off also. 

Alicia stood in the doorway, looking back into her dark, messy center. 
"We can come back and clean up tomorrow." | told her. 

"| know." She turned and smiled. "You coming home with me?" 

"Every night." 

Alicia's arms flew around my neck. "I love you." 


"Yeah, yeah. | know." | grinned just before | kissed her. 


